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PROLOGUE 


magine for a moment you receive an international call claiming your 

lover is dead. How would you feel? Most certainly shock, right? But 

what if you have evidence to suggest the contrary? How would you 

then feel? Hmmm... angry perhaps because someone is having a joke 
at your expense? But what if you develop a tiny suspicion that the other person is not 
lying, would you still feel angry? Perhaps not! Most likely confused one would 
suggest... especially if you suddenly sense that your eyes may be playing tricks on 
you. How we react to a given situation is crucial. In simple terms, if you react to a 
stimulus with anxiety, negativity, and anger, you are only going to harm yourself 
and possibly others. 

Meet Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess 
who, for the last three years has been living with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff 
Larson—ten years her junior in a big house left to her following a divorce settlement. 
She had no complaints or anxiety. For all intents and purposes her daily life was 
peaceful and happy and she had hoped it would continue to be so for the rest of her 
life. Suddenly, one phone call turned her world upside down. 
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Chapter 1- the phone call 


Kent, England 
8&* August 
Friday, 21:00 


onna Rees was in her bedroom, on that summer evening of 8 August, 
ow) getting ready for a night of passion with her boyfriend Jeff, who fifteen 
minutes ago had returned from a trip in Nigeria. Whilst the latter was 
having a quick shower; Donna received an international call from a total stranger. 
‘Hi,’ the male voice in a distinct Nigerian accent said politely, ‘May I speak to 
Ms Donna Rees, please?’ 
‘Donna Rees speaking.’ 
‘I’m sorry to be the bearer of bad news.’ 
‘Bad news, what kind of bad news?’ 
‘It’s about your boyfriend.’ 
“What about him?’ 
‘Tam sorry to inform you he has passed away.’ 
‘Is this some kind of a joke?’ 
‘No ma’am, he sadly died last week.’ 


A confused Donna frowned. Looking puzzled she instinctively peeped in the 
ensuite-bathroom and she could see Jeff’s silhouette behind the opaque glass shower 
door, washing himself. This is either a prank call of some sort or a genuine mistake, 
she concluded. 

‘Look I think you have the wrong number,’ Donna said and replaced the 
phone on its cradle. 


The phone rang again immediately. Donna, suspecting it was the stranger 
calling again, picked up the receiver ready to yell at him. 

‘Ma’am I am very sorry if my revelation has disturbed you, but it is the truth.’ 

‘Oh, really?’ she said scornfully. 

“Yes, really.’ 


Donna was by-and-large a level-headed woman who had been in a relationship 
with Jeff for three years after divorcing her billionaire husband. She was a happy 
woman, reasonably satisfied with her relationship. Of course there were times when 
she’d felt neglected but, nevertheless, persevered and continued to work on making 
her relationship better. At thirty-five, she looked gorgeous, with a slim figure, blonde 
hair, large blue eyes, a heart-face and a warm personality. 

On the other hand, twenty-five year-old Jeff—a tall, dark and handsome man 
with wavy hair—was very happy with Donna. He was committed and very loyal to 
her despite the age difference. However, he harboured a dark secret which could 
jeopardise everything should Donna come to discover it. 


Not in the mood for practical jokers, Donna promptly yelled at the unwanted 
caller for what she perceived as a sick prank and terminated the conversation. 
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Wearing a contemptuous grin, she replaced the receiver on its cradle mumbling 
profanities. She was no stranger to prank calls as she had received a few on a number 
of occasions. Nevertheless, as anyone would, she was fed-up with them. Shaking her 
head in disgust, she was more determined than ever to get ‘True call’ -the gadget she 
had for a long time been meaning to buy— to help her filter calls such as the one she 
had just received including unwanted future ones. 

After terminating the call, Donna felt she had acted swiftly and reassured 
herself that she had dispatched the caller’s attempt to cause her unnecessary distress. 
Taking off her nightgown, revealing a black silk negligee, she carelessly pulled open 
the duvet and established herself into bed. She could not wait for Jeff to finish his 
shower so that she could tell him about the call, have a good giggle about it together 
before going about enjoying their reunion with a night of passion. 

A casual glance at the clock informed Donna that it was 9.03 P.M. Since she 
did not expect to hear from the stranger again, or anyone else for that matter, she was 
ready for a peaceful night. 

Unbeknownst to her, the un-amused mystery caller was not deterred by her 
obvious brush off. It would have been quite unusual if he was, since prank callers 
have a tendency to be persistent. 

When the phone rang for the third time, Donna was disturbed. She 
instinctively assumed it was the caller and became livid. Snatching up the handset, 
she took a deep breath as she brought the phone closer to her mouth and yelled. 

‘Go away will you?’ 

The voice on the other end of the line said loudly, ‘Donna, what’s up? Why 
don’t you want to talk to me?’ 

‘Oh, it’s you, mother?’ Donna said in an apologetic tone, feeling foolish. ‘I 
thought it was someone else,’ and quickly added, ‘How are you?’ 

‘Thanks for asking, I am well.’ 

‘And how is dad?’ 

‘He is fine, keeping himself busy in the garden as usual... Look, I do 
understand you’ re feeling a bit edgy. You must be patient; Jeff will get a seat on 
another flight.’ 

“What are you talking about, mother?’ 

‘His plane has been cancelled, isn’t it?’ 

‘Cancelled?’ Donna echoed. 

“Yes dear, that’s what it said when I last checked the airline listing.’ 

‘Mum,’ Donna raised her voice slightly, ‘Jeff is back.’ 

‘Oh! So his plane was not cancelled after all? Anyway, I am glad he is back. 
Your father and I hate it when you are left alone like that. It is not good for a young 
woman.’ 

‘Mother, I am a big girl now, I can look after myself.’ 

‘Anyway, you should put your feet down or insist that you go with him.’ 

‘It was a business trip, mother.’ 

“Are you sure that’s all it was?’ 

‘Really mother. Do you know something I don’t?’ 

‘I—I am just concerned... Never mind, we’ll talk again when you visit us next 
Sunday. Don’t forget to bring me that bag of potatoes I asked you to get for me.’ 

‘I won’t, mother. You take care and give dad a hug for me.’ 

‘T will.’ 

Donna sighed. 


13 


38 2 ok 


No sooner the line went dead, another call came through with no caller ID. On 
discovering it was the same stranger on the line again, Donna fumed. 

Raising her voice, ‘Listen mister, whoever you are,’ said Donna heatedly, 
‘you’ve got through to the wrong number. You are bugging me. Stop ringing my 
phone please. Go and annoy someone else if you must...Erh... better still go and get 
your head examined, you sick son of a bitch.’ 

‘Tam not bugging you,’ the caller calmly protested immediately. 


It would have been clear to the caller that Donna has had enough of him when 
he heard her banged the receiver on its cradle. Having given the unwelcomed caller a 
piece of her mind, Donna expected her harsh words were finally sufficient to 
intimidate the man enough to cause him not to bother her again. Alas! She couldn’t 
have been far wrong because the caller remained undeterred. When the phone rang 
again, Donna looked at the receiver. She stared at it for a few seconds prior to picking 
it up and before she could utter a word the caller intervened. 

“‘Ma’am,’ the caller said softly, ‘I am very, very sorry if I have upset you... 
Erh...tell me please, you did say you are Ms. Donna Rees, did you not?’ 

*Y es." 

“Your boyfriend, his name is Jeff Larson, right?’ 

“Yes.” 

“You both live at 8A, Burlington road, Ashford, Kent?’ 

“Yes, yes, yes... What is this, twenty questions?’ Donna asked resentfully. 


Detecting Donna’s irritation, the caller grimaced and instantly threw in 
another tit-bit guaranteed to gain her attention. 

‘Oh, I nearly forgot, you have a beautiful birthmark on your body 
near...Erhm...you know where!’ 

I'll be damned, Donna said silently with a frown, then raising her voice she 
started to ask, ‘How did you...’ but stopped abruptly. She had definitely heard 
enough. ‘Okay, so it would appear you know a few things about me...so bloody what? 
You pervert!’ 


The harsh words being uttered by Donna meant nothing to the caller. It was as 
if nothing could dissuade him. 

‘Ma’am believe me,’ the caller said calmly, ‘I know lots more about you but 
this was just to verify that I am speaking to the right person. Now that I know I am, I 
can confirm Jeff is positively dead. By the way I am no pervert, ma’am!’ 

‘Bullshit!’ an angry Donna hit back. Unable to control her feelings she swiftly 
added, ‘whoever you are, pervert or not, go to hell.’ 


Whatever game the caller was playing, Donna wasn’t going to be a sucker to 
someone who was clearly being a pain in the butt. Determined to control the situation, 
and resolute in her actions, Donna moved to disconnect the phone. ‘This should bring 
the all sick conversation to an end,’ she calculated. 

As Donna was just about to pull the plug out of the socket she heard the man 
say, “Oh, by the way my name is Dr. Darago,’ which immediately stopped Donna in 
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her track. 


Donna had never heard of Dr. Darago. She closed her eyes tightly, but found it 
impossible to shut out what was going inside her head. She felt sick to her stomach. 
Whilst the name meant nothing to her, what Dr. Darago had said about her birthmark 
had made her wonder. How did this doctor know about it? A puzzled Donna asked 
herself. Puzzled, because to her knowledge the brown blemish marking on her body 
was only visible if she was nude or wearing a bikini, something she had not worn for 
quite a long time. She had no recollection of ever been examined by that doctor. 

Suddenly, as if she had received a wake-up call, ‘Oh my goodness...’ Donna 
uttered shockingly. 


Leaving the receiver dangling on its cord she rushed straight away to the 
bedroom window and intuitively closed the curtain as quickly as she could, thinking 
that Dr. Darago was probably a peeping tom who had been watching her getting 
undressed, but right away realised the craziness of her assessment of the situation 
since the call was coming from abroad. 

Slapping her sides she shook her head and with a grin on her face, she returned 
to bed; unaware she had left the receiver off its cradle. She pulled the bed sheet over 
her body, and whilst doing so, she unexpectedly heard the voice of Dr. Darago, which 
startled her. 

From far, far away, Dr. Darago was saying, ‘Ma’am, I don’t understand why 
you are so hostile towards me. All I have been trying to do was offer you the news 
and my condolences...’ 

She picked up the receiver, ‘News... News...’ she said as she brought the 
phone to her ear. ‘If you ring someone in the middle of the night and speak a lie, this 
is not news; this is plainly rude, for Christ sake!’ 

Dr. Darago cut in, ‘It is not a lie. By the way, I have Jeff's gold Rolex watch 
that you gave him... after noticing the words “with love, Donna” inscribed on the 
back, I said to myself that I must return it to you as it is rightfully yours.’ Strangely 
enough Dr. Darago’s voice was filled with sincerity. He continued, ‘Your Jeff must 
have been very precious to you to give him such an expensive piece of jewellery, 
huh?’ 


If the caller had expected Donna to calm down and feel grateful he was wrong. 


Instead, Donna with a frown echoed loudly, ‘You got Jeff’s Rolex watch? 
Erhm...How did you get it? Don’t tell me besides being a pervert, you are also a 
thief?’ 

‘Oh no, ma’am, me a thief, am certainly not.’ Dr. Darago grimaced as he 
denied the charge. ‘How I came into possessing the watch is a long story.’ 

‘Ha! I am not in the mood to listen to long stories okay, so make it brief,’ 
Donna said abruptly. Her throat was dry. 


By now, Donna was exasperated. However, the mention of the watch had 
aroused her curiosity and made her wanting to know more. Doubtingly, she listened to 
Dr. Darago’s story, but slowly began to question if she may have mistaken him for a 
sick joker. 

What if he was in fact a benefactor telling the truth and Jeff was indeed dead? 
Donna soliloquized again. ‘Hmmm...if this is the case then, who is the...’ her eyes 
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narrowed. She quickly squashed her thought, tapped her head with the receiver, 
ridiculing her judgment. What a nonsensical thought, she murmured, as she rejected 
the possibility that the man in the shower could in fact be an imposter. 

A long silence ensued. 

‘Ma’am, are you there? Are you there, ma’am? Are you there, ma’am?’ Dr. 
Darago asked with increasing loudness, sounding like a cracked record. 


When Dr. Darago failed to elicit a response, he ended the call, a call that did 
not go as he had planned at all. He certainly did not intend to leave Donna in a state of 
total confusion and self-doubt. Still, this is exactly what happened. 


38 28 2k 


Jeff, as a chief Software Analyst working for a private company—a post, 
which carried a high degree of stress—appreciated the benefits were equally high. 
Besides receiving a good salary, Jeff periodically went on business abroad and a week 
prior, when he was in Nigeria for a few days to demonstrate the latest software his 
company had developed, it provided him with the perfect opportunity to indulge his 
good self in a way he could not easily do in the UK. It would have been unthinking to 
unwind by having a good time on his own without Donna finding out what he was up 
to. Trying one’s luck at the roulette table in the casino betting on black—a habit that 
started years ago as a bit of fun—had developed into a routine which had become 
increasingly frequent. There had been no opportunities in England to indulge in such 
an activity for too many people knew him and ready to grass on him. 

D.H. Lawrence got it right, Jeff thought. What the eye doesn't see and the 
mind doesn't know, doesn't exist. 

After Jeff had finally pushed his luck a bit too far, he’d racked himself quite a 
debt at the casino in Lagos, which unless he settled his life was at risk. His only way 
out was to come to an agreement with Dr. Darago whom he believed to be his friend. 
However, as is often the case, just as one cannot stay on top forever nothing stays 
hidden forever either. Sooner or later the inevitable was certain to happen. 
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Although Donna was on one hand happy Dr. Darago had terminated the call 
yet on the other hand she felt compelled to continue talking to him so as to learn more 
about the Rolex watch. After resting her receiver back on its cradle, an immovable 
tension ran through Donna as she stared at it for a long moment, agonising over the 
call. Looking towards the opened white door leading into the ensuite shower she 
intensely followed the opening with her eyes all the way to the shower cubicle. It had 
never crossed her mind that the man whom she took to be Jeff and had just returned 
from Nigeria to fill a void in her life could be an imposter. Who would want to 
impersonate Jeff and if so, why? 

As her thirty-six-year-old mind spun in circles in its attempts to make sense of 
everything, Dr. Darago’s call had certainly disturbed Donna’s thought of having an 
early night of passion with her man. She was unsettled enough to motivate her to 


probe. She got out of bed, walked decisively to the shower room and could hear the 
water still running. Behind the opaque glass cubicle, she could see the figure of a 
man, which she had assumed was Jeff and now not so sure, soaking himself. 

Standing at the threshold of the door, a gentle heat caressed Donna’s face, 
with her eyes fixed on the cubicle door she called out, softly. 

‘Jeff.’ 

There was no answer. 

‘Jeff,’ Donna called a bit louder. 

Still she got no answer. 

Raising her voice even louder, she called for the third time. 

“Yes dear,’ came a man’s voice from behind the shower screen. 


Donna lowering her voice asked, ‘Have you nearly finished?’ 
‘Almost,’ Jeff answered. ‘What’s up? Who were you yelling to?’ 


Donna paid close attention to his voice, recognising it as being that of Jeff's, 
but still she did not ignore the possibility that it could be the act of a good performer. 

As she unintentionally slipped in a daze, Jeff swiftly brought her out of it by 
repeating, ‘who were you yelling to?’ 

“Yelling to?’ Donna echoed, looking distant and disconnected. 

“Yes, who were you yelling to on the phone?’ 

‘Oh that!’ Donna replied. ‘Erh...a man calling himself Dr. Darago,’ she said 
sounding indifferent. 

‘He called did he?’ 

Donna frowned. ‘Do you know him?’ she enquired, curiously. 

‘Hmmm...Yes,’ Jeff said with a grimace. ‘I met him last week in Lagos and 
we sort of became friends... Don’t tell me; he said I am dead?’ 


Donna swallowed immediately and said huskily, ‘Strangely enough, those 
were his exact words,’ and thoughtfully added, ‘what a frightening thought! How 
could you be friend with someone like that?’ 

“What do you mean someone like that?’ Jeff challenged her. 

‘Erh, a man who is happy to make fun of anything...’ 

‘I see,’ Jeff cut in and boasted, ‘look, as you can see I am alive and well... Dr. 
Darago was playing a joke on you...granted it was a nasty one... Take no notice of 
him. Just ignore his call.’ Opening the shower door slightly Jeff stuck his head and 
right hand out and said, ‘Pass me a towel, could you please.’ 

‘Sure,’ Donna replied making a face. She could see, a meek smile on his face, 
the look of shame floating underneath the surface of his beaming countenance, as she 
handed him a white bath towel she had picked up off the rail. 


Donna continued to analyse every word that Jeff was saying to her, hoping 
that if he was a fake, she would pick up clues. When five feet six inches Jeff stepped 
out of the shower, Donna took a good look at him with a view of seeing if she could 
notice anything unusual, his physique for example, or his wavy black hair lapping 
over his collar, which she touched to ensure it was not a wig. Reluctantly, she put her 
arms around his neck and planted a kiss on his lips but immediately pulled herself 
away. She hurriedly got out of the ensuite shower room, picked up Jeff's pyjamas 
which she had placed at the bottom of the bed and threw it at him. 

Donna’s unexpected reaction prompted Jeff to ask, ‘is something wrong? You 
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seem disturbed.’ 

‘Erhm...no, no,’ she lied. ‘I’d better let you dress.’ and went to sit on the bed, 
crossing her arms. A tear slowly dropped from one of her eyes and trailed across her 
cheek, then to her lap. 

Donna could hardly tell Jeff what was going through her mind, not to mention 
that his lips felt unusually cold. Having courted each other for six years and lived 
together for another three, during this nine-year period, they had shared many kisses 
but this one was uncharacteristically different. Even though he had just come out of a 
warm shower, it was like kissing the lips of someone lying on a slab in a morgue. 

“You're crying, come here,’ Jeff said as he lifted her off the bed. He wiped 
another tear from her cheek with his finger, then put his arms around her and 
showered her with kisses. He could feel the resistance. ‘My, my, you do appear 
tense,’ he commented and released her. 


“What do you expect when someone tells you your boyfriend is dead and then 
you find he was smothering you with...kis...kisses,’ Donna replied, stopping short of 
saying ‘icy kisses.’ 

‘Donna,’ Jeff said impatiently and sharply, ‘it was a sick joke from a sick 
joker. Alright! Don’t let it upset you.’ He moved to his side of the bed and got under 
the sheet. 

Donna followed him with her eyes. ‘A sick joke from a sick joker, hey,’ 

Donna echoed. ‘That’s easy for you to say.’ 


Donna went into the ensuite shower room, approached the washbasin, and 
splashed her face with cold water, hoping it would do the trick of reinvigorating her. 
After swallowing the painkillers she should have taken five minutes ago, in an attempt 
to quell the growing throb in her head, she moved back into the bedroom, desperately 
needing answers to several questions. For the first time in her relationship with Jeff, 
she’d felt he was not being completely open, which increased her suspicions and 
worried her. 

Standing by the bed, Donna said, ‘our number is not listed, how this Dr. 
Darago got it, Jeff?’ 

‘I gave it to him?’ Jeff replied without hesitation. 

“You did what... Why?’ 

‘...because... well, we became friends.’ 

Donna shook her head in disbelief. ‘Did you talk about me?’ 

‘Not really,’ Jeff said, appearing deliberately evasive. 

‘But you did talk about me...What did you tell him about me, us?’ 

“Why are you asking all these probing questions, Donna?’ 

‘If you talked about me to someone I want to know what you said,’ Donna 
replied brusquely. 

Feeling harassed, Jeff said, ‘Look, we were having a drink and I happened to 
be bragging about you. That’s all.’ 

‘Go on.’ 

‘What more do you want to know?’ Lowering his eyes he added, ‘Okay I told 
him how beautiful and nice you are.’ 

“What else?’ 

A resentful Jeff said, ‘look I have had enough of your inquisitions, give it a 
rest now,’ and he turned away giving her his back. 

Donna moved herself to the right side of the bed to face Jeff and shouted: 
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‘Inquisition!’ 


Donna begrudged Jeff's unwillingness to answer her questions, which led her 
to believe he was hiding something, but why? She questioned. They both shared a 
history of being honest and open with each other. This sudden change in their 
relationship unsettled her. She wiped a tear forcing its way out of the corner of her left 
eye and got herself in bed, giving him her back. 

That night they both gave each other their back and didn’t say another word. 
Donna tried to go to sleep but sleep wouldn’t come. What she had planned to be a 
night of non-stop passion had turned out to be one full of tensions, doubts and 
disharmonies! « 


Chapter 2- the living dead 


Kent, England 
9 August, 
Saturday, 08:00 


fter a restless night, Donna got up at eight o’clock—two hours later than 
usual, and went in the kitchen to make breakfast. Whilst doing so, she 
noticed the wall clock had stopped at nine o’clock the previous night exactly 
the time she had received Dr. Darago’s call. The batteries must be dead, she surmised. 
Fifteen minutes later, Jeff came down, dressed ready for work; he took his seat 
at the breakfast table and helped himself to a bowl of cornflakes. Seconds later, 
Donna served him with two fried eggs, cooked tomatoes, bacon, and baked beans 
before pouring herself some black coffee. 
Jeff could see Donna did not look her usual cheerful self. 
‘Still thinking of the call?’ He asked inquisitively. 
‘No,’ Donna snapped instantly, avoiding any eye contact to conceal her fib. 


Jeff who had a degree in behavioural psychology had a hunch that Donna did 
not give him a truthful answer but kept his suspicion to himself. As far as his shame 
was concerned, he was conscious he had not exactly been very forthcoming the 
previous night. He felt bad about it and knew sooner or later he would have to come 
clean but the thought of what revealing his secret gambling habit would do to his 
relationship gave him goose pimples. Still he questioned himself about the right and 
wrong of it. It felt insane and very self-centred. He had actively lived a lie with 
someone he really cared for. Donna did not deserve it. She had been so good to him, 
so much so, that she shouldn’t be finding herself entangled within the complications 
of Jeff's world at such a juncture in their nine-year relationship. Jeff was beginning to 
realise that he had hidden a part of his life for too long and that he should level with 
Donna and let her decide the best way forward. That way she would live the life she 
deserved and not one thrust upon her by him. 

The farther Jeff thought about the situation, the more forlorn he felt. He sensed 
himself being torn viciously in two. One part of him had always wanted to come out 
with the truth, take Donna into his arms and ask for her forgiveness so that they could 
continue their lives together, but another part of him felt deep shame for what he had 
and continued hiding. Jeff was quite handsome and young. Even if he was to lose 
Donna’s love he would have had no difficulty finding another girlfriend as he was still 
one of the most desired young men, envied and chased about person in his home 
town, and whenever he was in the company of other women, Jeff was eyed and 
frequently proposed by them, yet he still only had eyes for Donna. If their love should 
ever come to an end, it would be the end of his life as he knew it. 

The thought that he wasn't being totally honest with the love of his life 
gnawed away at him, filling him with anguish. He’d never considered himself ‘bad’ 
before. Everyone has the right to conceal part of their life he had reasoned. Now, 
however, it was a serious deliberation that consumed his thoughts. Jeff shook his 
head, wondering how his life had ended up in the situation he was in. But now he was 
here in the middle of a relationship crisis caught in a tangled web of deceit. He has 
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had several girlfriends in his life before meeting Donna at a Christmas party. She was 
still married when they’d first met, and here he was caught within this woman’s 
life—this hugely beautiful woman who was married to a billionaire who was too 
preoccupied with his corporation, employing millions and paid little attention to his 
trophy wife. It is men like Donna’s ex-husband that drive their wife into the arms of 
another man. The fact that Donna was being neglected that had first endeared Jeff to 
her, and he wanted to prove that he wasn’t like all those typically stuffy billionaires 
that raced around the globe in private jets and yachts ignoring that a woman have 
needs. 

Jeff finally made the decision there and then that he would tell Donna about 
his secret gambling, come what may, but when he saw the face of the wall clock he 
shouted, ‘Oh my goodness, look at the time. It can’t be 9.00 already? I have a board 
meeting this morning...’ 

Donna interrupted, “The clock died last night. Dead batteries I believe... 
Everything seems to be dead in this house,’ she remarked flippantly. ‘What does your 
watch say?’ 

‘Erhm...’ 


Donna noticed Jeff did not even attempt to check his wrist. This is odd, she 
thought. Why was he not looking at his wristwatch? Jeff had always been a great show 
off, a proud owner of a gold Rolex watch, and she had never seen him without it. She 
began to speculate if it could be true that Dr. Darago did indeed have it in his 
possession.’ 

‘What’s the matter, Jeff? Don’t tell me you forgot to wear your watch?’ 

‘I didn’t forget. I’ve just misplaced it.’ 

‘Oh, no,’ said Donna, struggling to hide her disappointment. ‘You mean 
you’ve misplaced a £3000 gold watch...How clumsy of you?’ 

‘I’m sorry, it does happen,’ Jeff replied with embarrassment. 

“Yep, you are right,’ Donna responded, fighting hard to keep her cool. 

‘Don’t be so understanding, be mad. You’ve proven last night you are capable 
of it.’ 

‘Is that how you want me to react?’ 

Jeff shook his head in disagreement. ‘I guess not,’ he replied sheepishly. 

‘Finish your breakfast, you have time...I’1l buy you another watch.’ 

‘No need.’ 

‘But I want to.’ 

‘Erhm...Okay, if you insist...what is the correct time then?’ 

‘It’s just turned 08.30.’ 

‘I must rush... I got an important board meeting.’ 


Jeff was indeed very proud of his watch and treasured it. Did he really 
misplace the watch or was that yet another secret? 


Jeff picked up his briefcase. Donna walked him to his car and gave him a kiss 
before he got in the driver’s seat and drove away. 
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At 08:30, unbeknown to Jeff, Donna had second thought about treating Dr. 
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Darago as a sick joker. Donna had decided to find out more about the Doctor. She 
booted her computer and googled the name “Darago”. She couldn't believe how long 
the list was. Patiently, she read their profile but was none the wiser. 

Donna frowned and chewed her bottom lip in thought. Dr. Darago had said he 
was certain Jeff was dead. As Jeff was in Nigeria during that period he referred to, 
therefore, it wasn’t beyond the realm of possibility that Jeff was in fact dead and the 
man she had slept next to last night and served breakfast to this morning was an 
imposter. The fact that he was evasive about the wristwatch and laid back about the 
disturbing phone call increased her suspicions. The situation made her liverish; the 
lack of clear answers from Jeff made her angry. She couldn’t empty her mind of 
simmering doubts, and her once peaceful relationship was shaken. ‘Donna Rees,’ she 
kept telling herself, ‘you are in a ditch, woman, and you need to climb out.’ 

Biting her lip she began to wonder if there was still trust in her relationship. 
After divorcing her husband and hooking up with Jeff, she had never looked back 
until this moment; if she was to keep her bond with Jeff for the rest of her days, she 
needed to do something, but what? She had one pal in whom she could confide and 
may be able to help her, but she did not want to use that option just yet. 

Here she was, going on thirty-six with more money than she needed to have a 
good life, yet suddenly the future was not looking so bright for Donna. Whilst sipping 
a cup of coffee, she put her mind to work. She scanned the morning papers and 
couldn’t believe the depressing news. Among the pile she found an old magazine in 
which there was an article about the deposed Iraq leader, Saddam Hussein regarding 
his invasion and occupation of Kuwait criticising his intention of seizing that nation’s 
large oil reserves, as a way of cancelling a large debt Iraq owed Kuwait, more 
significantly his desire to expand Iraqi power in the region, much to the disapproval 
of the United States. She shook her head. 

Indeed, time waits for no man or woman. The clock was happily ticking away. 
Donna had decided to dig deeper. She put aside the newspaper and went to the lounge 
to make a call. Given there was no time difference between the UK and Nigeria, she 
figured Dr. Darago would be awake, so she proceeded to dial his number and waited 
impatiently for a response. No one was picking up the receiver. 

‘Answer the damn phone,’ Donna yelled angrily... 
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Lagos, Nigeria 
9 August, 
Saturday, 08:45 


In the Jacaranda Casino in Lagos, located in two of the most buzzing and 
exciting hotspots in Nigeria, sitting at a roulette table, was Dr. Darago. The 
environment was warm and friendly offering great leisure services and excellent 
casino experience for gaming pleasure. It offered Dr. Darago an enthralling gaming 
experience that was second to none. This was where he spent most of his time, which 
he considered as his second home. 

He could hear his mobile ringing. Noticing that it was Donna calling him, he 
deliberately refrained from answering as a ploy to test Donna’s patience and 
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persistence. 

Dr. Darago had always been very deliberate and cunning in his actions. As a 
child, his teacher rated him as extremely intelligent although exhibiting some 
abnormal behaviour. In fact, the head teacher expelled him several times from school. 
At the age of 17, police arrested him on multiple occasions for theft but found him 
mentally unfit to stand trial. Dr. Darago somehow managed to join the Nigerian army 
and soon after, a soldier caught him stealing blankets. He appeared before a court 
martial but the judicial court found him not guilty due to insanity and the army 
captain promptly discharged him on the ground of mental unfitness. Eventually, he 
was able to earn a degree in medicine and started his practice in Lagos, Nigeria. Three 
years later, he became the head of his department but his boss suspended him more 
than once when two of his patients were found dead under suspicious circumstances, 
and yet again, he was never charged. 

However, after he eventually lost his post he came up with an ingenious plan 
to enrich himself. He started visiting needy people in their home, charging them 
excessive amount of money by pretending to help them whilst deviously injecting 
them with poisonous substance claiming it was medicine to protect them against their 
ailment. Dr. Darago took great pleasure in watching them die, and then stole their 
money, valuables and their home. Very quickly he had amassed a vast amount of 
wealth. However, no amount of money was enough for him. In fact, it was the idea 
that he was getting away with it rather than the money that kept his adrenalin going. 
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Kent, England 
9% August, 
Saturday, 09:00 


After waiting for almost fifteen minutes on the phone Donna was about to 
hang up when a patient voice filled her ear. 
‘Hi, Dr. Darago speaking.’ 


Donna hesitated a moment, feeling somewhat awkward. 

‘Ha...Hi, I’m Donna Rees—we talked last night,’ Donna said and swallowed. 

‘Ah...ha, Ms. Rees, yes; nice to hear from you...erh...If you are checking 
whether I have mailed the watch, on my way out this morning I went to the post office 
and posted it myself...’ 


Donna nodded as if the man could see her and instantly rolled her eyes 
mocking herself when she realised her stupidity. 

‘I-I was shocked to hear what you had to say about Jeff,’ Donna hesitantly 
confessed. ‘I mean, how could I not be when you were telling me he was dead and yet 
he was in my house, very much alive, taking a shower?’ 


There was a long pause. 
When Dr. Darago next spoke; there was lethargy in his voice. ‘I guess it did 
seem odd, and you must have immediately felt it was a prank call or you had a 
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pretender under your roof!’ 
“You guessed right.’ 
‘So which one was it?’ 
‘Erm...not sure...both I would say.’ 


Donna pulled the receiver away from her ear and stared at the screen as if 
somehow she could see Dr. Darago to judge if he was joking. 

‘I’m sorry; could you explain that to me again? Jeff can’t be both dead and 
alive at the same time!’ 


Donna brought the phone back to her ear and looked down at her feet, ready 
to listen. 

‘Oh! You would be surprised to hear that he can.’ 

‘What?’ Donna responded almost immediately with a frown, filled with 
disbelief. 

“You certainly must have heard of the living-dead or dead man walking?’ 

‘Erh...in movies, yes.’ 

“Well, Ms. Rees, life is a movie, albeit of a different kind. When one is backed 
into a corner, one takes desperate action to reach a resolution.’ 

Donna said with a frown, ‘What are you saying, please give it to me straight.’ 

‘Okay. Your partner owed me lots of money. Is that straight enough for you?’ 

“What? Why?’ 

‘There is no gentle way of breaking this to you ma’am, he gambled more than 
he could afford at a Casino in Lagos. They were going to break every bone in his 
body if he did not pay up.’ 

‘Oh my goodness, are you serious?’ 

‘IT am afraid so, ma’am. He was adamant that you—whom he adores—never 
find out about his skeleton in his cupboard. So he took the best option available.’ 

“Which was?’ 

“Are you prepared for this Ms. Rees?’ 

“Yes I—I am,’ Donna replied hesitantly. 

‘Okay, your partner Jeff has pledged his soul to me, in exchange for me 
settling his gambling debt.’ 

‘Don’t be so bloody ridiculous!’ Donna shouted instantly. She shook her head 
and felt a chill running down her spine. ‘What are you, the devil?’ Donna enquired. 

Dr. Darago wearing a mischievous grin continued. ‘You can describe me as 
the devil, I suppose, but I would prefer you to see me as his saviour. If I did not pay 
the casino on his behalf, he would be rotting in a ditch somewhere. To save himself, 
he sold his soul to me... He chose that method of payment because he didn't want to 
ask you for the money, and now his life is effectively mine.’ 

Donna couldn't believe what she was hearing. ‘If I am to trust your ludicrous 
story his soul can only be yours when he is dead.’ 

“You are quite right, ma’am. However, it’s just a matter of time before he 
drops dead or put it another way as far as I am concerned he is a walking dead man.’ 


Donna reflected for a moment. For Dr. Darago to sound so sure, he must have 
done something to Jeff, She reasoned, but what? 

‘What have you done to my Jeff? Did you spike his drink?’ Donna asked. 

Dr. Darago chuckled. ‘Well that would be telling!’ 

“You bastard... you did... you are evil.’ 
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‘Now, now, now...temper, temper, temper.’ 

‘Erh...1f you have spiked his drink... why is he not dead already? 

‘He soon will be.’ 

“What? How long does he have?’ 

‘It all depends on you now.’ 

‘On me?’ a troubled Donna pulled a face, increasingly raising her voice she 
burst into a raging monologue. ‘Yourang my house at nine o’clock at night telling me 
my boyfriend is dead and added that you got his Rolex watch. Now you said in 
exchange for you settling his gambling debt he sold his soul to you and he will soon 
be dead. Yourefuse to admit that you spiked his drink and when I asked you how 
long he has got before he dies, you say “it all depends on me”. How can that be? Are 
you going to explain that to me or not?’ Donna was almost out of breath as she waited 
for an answer. 

‘Okay ma’am, calm down. Please understand, I have already betrayed his trust 
in me by revealing his gambling addiction, dark secret he desperately wanted to keep 
you from knowing... If you could settle his debt, without his knowledge, I'll tell you 
how you can save his life.’ 

‘Are you kidding me?’ Donna screamed at Dr. Darago. 

‘Not at all, Ms. Rees,’ Dr. Darago replied calmly. ‘If you don’t want to save 
him, then so be it. All you will have is a corpse, and guess who will have his soul.’ 


Dr. Darago began to chuckle. 

After almost two hours talking on the phone Donna was left feeling confused 
and angry. She had to decide what to do. It was one decision she didn’t plan to get 
wrong. 
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Donna had always kept a tight fist on the massive fortune she acquired 
following her divorce with her billionaire husband. When she took Jeff as her living 
partner they made a legal pact—what was hers were hers and what was his were hers 
as well. Jeff foolishly accepted that deal and had regretted it ever since. In a 
conversation over money, he had shared that information with Dr. Darago. The latter 
believed Donna would only refuse to settle the debt if Jeff didn’t matter much to her, 
but if she was in love with him as much as he was with her, she would quickly agree 
with what had been proposed. 

Dr. Darago’s revelations had certainly unsettled Donna. She hated gamblers 
and Jeff knew that. Since Donna resented the fact that Jeff had been gambling behind 
her back, she was unwilling to rescue him. However, she didn’t feel comfortable 
letting him die neither, because couples who share a loving relationship are expected 
to help each other. She did not want to breach this unwritten rule. Whilst arguably she 
may legitimately disobey the rule if Jeff had cheated on her with another woman and 
as a result was a victim of blackmail, but this was not the case. Reflecting on what Dr. 
Darago was asking her to do; Donna heard her heart pounding in her ears, blood 
rushing through her head, leaving her feeling giddy. 

‘This is—this is much unexpected,’ Donna said aloud, shaking her head to try 
to clear it. “Err... How much exactly is the total debt?’ Donna asked curiously. 

“Well, there is a combination of capital and accrued interest; as of right now 
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the total owed comes out to £1,000,000 increasing every day the debt is not fully 
settled... It is—as I’m sure you may have guessed—t is in your interest to settle 
quickly if you intend to do so.’ 


Donna stared at the ceiling, attempting to make the fact of her sudden 
misfortune, make sense. She was silent for a long moment—long enough to cause Dr. 
Darago to ask if she was still on the line. 

“Yes, yes, I’m still here,’ Donna said quickly, though she thought privately 
that it would be hours or even days before she could make sense of the bad fortune 
that had befallen her. 

“You mean that I—I’m going to have my Jeff free of his debts?’ she paused, 
expecting that Dr. Darago on the other end of the line would laugh and tell her that of 
course she wasn’t, that she had misunderstood. 

“Well I wouldn’t necessarily say that your Jeff would not get into debt 
again—he is after all who he is, a man who does not seem to know he has to cut his 
coat according to his cloth, a lesson not easily learnt by some people, least of all 
addicted gamblers.’ 

Donna shook her head in despair. I'm glad I did not marry him, she 
murmured, trying to wrap her head around the situation but now it was decision time. 
For a moment, she reflected if a happy partnership with Jeff was better than fortune, 
perhaps more importantly was a happy relationship still possible now that she knew 
his dark secret. 

Dr. Darago intervened. ‘I think you need some time to think,’ he said, “but as 
the situation stands, and as it is currently in place, it is—in fact if not in reality—he is 
a living-dead man.’ 


Donna bit her lips and shook her head again, not quite believing the situation 
even though Dr. Darago had explained it so patiently. She took a deep breath and 
considered everything as best as she could, considering her deep sense of shock and 
disappointment. 

‘T'll need to think it over,’ Donna said, not quite asking. ‘I’m sorry; it’s just a 
lot to take in.’ 


Dr. Darago made a sympathetic sound. 

‘How soon do I need to give you an answer?’ Donna asked. 

‘Erh...As long as he has to live.’ 

‘How long is that?’ 

‘Not long. Normally my contract becomes legally binding after fourteen days, 
so there is less than a week left. The quicker you can decide the better it would be.’ 


Donna tried to think if she wanted to spend that amount of money to save her 
relationship—how would she guarantee she would not find herself in a similar 
situation yet again. She realised that she had been silent for a long time and came 
back to herself. 

‘T believe I can make it in that time frame,’ she said hesitantly. 


Suddenly it hit her that this could all be an elaborate fraud. ‘I’m really sorry, 
but this is so difficult to accept as true that I still can’t quite believe this is happening 
to me. Would it be at all possible for me to have some proof that Jeff will truly die if I 
don’t comply with your request?’ 
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‘Hmmm...I thought that you would ask that—in fact, I would advise you to 
think carefully before making your final decisions. Now that you know the situation 
you could quiz your partner and see if he opens up to you and you can then jointly 
come up with a different method of settling the debt whilst you are still in the cooling 
period. After fourteen days have elapsed, there is a hefty fine for breaking the 
contract. However, be aware your Jeff may not want to come clean with you.’ 

Donna took a deep breath and decided that she was going to wait and see how 
the situation developed before she actually let the sudden, breathtaking prospect of 
losing Jeff as Dr. Darago had indicated to overwhelm her. 

The long silence that ensured prompted Dr. Darago to ask again, ‘Are you 
still there?’ 

“Yes...Ineed time to think.’ 

‘It’s your call. Do contact me when you have decided what you want to do,’ 
Dr. Darago said and finished the call. 


Donna put the phone down, shaking her head at the sheer absurdity of finding 
out that, she was suddenly a would-be single woman waiting to happen. She refrained 
from the idea of sharing anything about it to anyone until she had time to wrap her 
head around the idea. If it was an elaborate hoax, she didn’t want to have her fortune 
depleted, leaving her feeling like a fool. 2 
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Chapter 3- be careful what you bet and with whom 


One week before 


Kent, England 
1 August, 
Friday, 18:00 


oth Donna and Jeff were sitting at the table smiling as they shared a 
meal together. She had cooked him a special meal. As he put the first 
spoonful in his mouth, he shook his head. 


Donna frowned, ‘How is it? Tasty?’ she asked and waited anxiously for the 
reply. 

‘It’s delicious!’ 

Giving out a big sigh, ‘Really?’ 

‘Today’s meal is way more tasty than usual.’ 

‘Oh!’ She smiled. ‘I went a bit far to buy quality meat.’ 

‘Seriously? Thanks for that.’ 

‘You are a great cook... and I think you have improved since we have been 
living together.’ 

“You think so?’ 

“Yeah... Even before, I have never eaten food cooked that good.’ 

‘Thanks.’ 

‘Have you been taking cooking lessons without my knowing?’ 

“You have got a suspicious mind,’ she said shaking her head with a grin, “but 
how can I argue when you are right.’ 

‘I can’t wait for tomorrow. What are you planning to make?’ 

‘I was... no correction, what would you like?’ 

‘How about bangers and mash.’ 

‘Bangers and mash? Got it.’ 


After dating Donna for two years, before deciding to playhouse together, she 
was always gentle, an angel in the house and there was nothing Jeff could have asked 
for more in her. He was happy just as she was. However, there was one area of 
disappointment for Donna—the love department. Lately it was flat—unexciting, 
unimaginable. Generally, a one minute wonders. 

After they had eaten and followed it with a short love session, she lifted her 
head from the pillow and looked at Jeff with disappointed eyes. 

‘Did you...?’ 

‘Sorry, I did. I couldn’t hold it...’ 


Donna stared at him with pathetic eyes. Jeff apologised immediately for his 
premature ejaculation, and promised to make it up to her. 
She laid back in silence for a second or two, and then said, ‘its fine honey.’ 
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Whatever Jeff did to her afterwards, didn’t make it up to her, but when asked, 
her response was, it was great. 


Jeff leant towards her and said, ‘my boss asked me for a favour today.’ 
‘Really? What was it?’ 

‘He wants me to travel to Lagos, Nigeria.’ 

‘Nigeria?’ 


Donna looked surprise. ‘Huh? I didn’t know you had business in Nigeria.’ 

‘It only started recently. He is starting a development project close to the 
airport and wants me to lead the project. I suggested he send someone else but he 
insisted he wanted his top dog on it.’ 

‘I see. When will the project begin?’ 

‘Tomorrow.’ 

“Tomorrow?” 

‘Yes.’ 


From the expression on Donna’s face, it was clear she did not like it. 

‘I told him he has not given me enough time to prepare and that you have 
some plans too.’ 

‘His answer was that I would be going on my own and he would double my 
salary immediately.’ 


Donna sighed. 
“Well we won’t be able to have good sex tomorrow,’ Donna complained. 
‘Ill only be gone for a week...I will try to come back early if possible.’ 


He planted a kiss on Donna’s lips and then switched off the night light. 
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Lagos, Nigeria. 
24 August, 
Saturday, 10.00 


When Jeff had arrived in Lagos, Nigeria on that Saturday, in the evening he 
went to the famous Jacaranda Casino. As you stepped in, the scent and smoke inside 
the casino was at best nauseating. The compost of greed and nervous tension of high 
gambling were usually unbearable and difficult to walk away from especially when 
one is losing. The next round will be a winner is the secret wish of every gambler who 
doesn’t know when to quit. 

Unfortunately, Jeff Larson was such a person who wanted to get rich quick, 
even though he had a very rich partner. 

After losing a huge sum of money, he’d somehow managed to shift himself 
away from the roulette he had been playing and went to stand for a moment at a table 


where Dr. Darago was playing and clearly winning. He had an untidy pile of 
hundred-thousand chips of Nigerian Naira in front of him. (One Nigerian Naira= 
0.0017 pound sterling). In the shadow of his thick left arm, there nestled a discreet 
stack of the big purple notes worth half a million Nigerian Naira each. Jeff after 
watching the curious, impressive profile for a time, he shrugged his shoulders to 
lighten his thoughts and as he was about to move away, Dr. Darago looked at him. 

‘Hey, why don’t you sit down and join in, maybe you will be as lucky as I?’ 

‘No, I have run out of chips.’ 

‘Here, see how far you get on with that,’ said Dr. Darago as he handed him a 
few purple notes and told him to get himself some plaques. 


The barrier surrounding the cash-point was as high as his chin and the 
cashier—generally, a minor bank clerk—was sitting on a stool ready to dip into his 
piles of notes and plaques arranged on shelves on a level, behind the protecting 
barrier. The cashier had a hit and a gun to protect him. Any one tempted to heave over 
the barrier and steal some notes and get out of the casino through the passages and 
doors would have been impossible. Jeff handed over the money, collected several 
plaques worth thousands of Nigerian Naira, and by the time he would returned to the 
table he found Dr. Darago had already made two million. He had also noticed a 
woman who was sitting next to him, had made a million in an hour, and she left, 
giving Jeff her seat. Jeff's nerves seemed good. Even though he knew that all the 
ritual and all the mechanical details of the wheel, of the numbered slots and the 
cylinder had been devised and perfected over the years so that neither the skill of the 
croupier nor any bias in the wheel could affect the fall of the ball, he still took careful 
note of the history of each session and allowed any peculiarities in the run of the 
wheel to guide him. 

He had decided to play one of his favourite gambits by backing two sets of 
two dozens—each with the maximum 100,000 Naira. Since there are eighteen 
numbers red and eighteen numbers black (less the zero), he thus had two-thirds of the 
board covered, and since the dozens paid odds of two to one, he stood to win, 100,000 
Naira, every time any number lower than twenty-five turned up. 

After seven throws, he had won six times. He lost on the seventh when thirty 
came up. Feeling lady-luck was on his side, he had kept playing. The eighth throw, 
Zero turned up. This piece of bad luck had cost him 200,000 Naira. This did not deter 
him. He lost the tenth throw as well and he was back to square one, but when he had 
finally risen from the table, he was one million Naira better off. 

Dr. Darago, impressed with Jeff's winning streak, he started to befriend him. 
When Jeff rose, he too pushed back his chair and got up. 

‘Thanks for the chips,’ Jeff said to Dr. Darago, ‘I guess I owe you a drink. 
Will you join me?’ 

‘I am Darago, a doctor of medicine.’ 

‘My name is Jeff Larson; my friends simply call me Jeff. Glad to make your 
acquaintance. Now let’s see, what do we have to celebrate?’ Jeff said. 

“Your massive win, of course,’ said Dr. Darago, as he insisted on ordering a 
bottle of champagne. He then looked carefully at the barman, ‘a bottle of your best 
champagne and two deep goblets, please.’ 

‘Oui, monsieur,’ and he took a bottle of Moét & Chandon, placed it in a 
bucket of ice, grabbed two goblets, and put everything in front of them. 

Addressing Jeff, ‘You certainly know how to win at roulette,’ Dr. Darago said 
with amusement as they carried the goblets and the champagne to a table in the corner 


29 


30 


of the room and sat down. 
“Where are you from, Jeff?’ 
‘England,’ Jeff said. 
‘I expect you have excellent casinos there and beautiful women too?’ 


Jeff nodded with a smile. 

‘Are you married, Jeff?’ 

‘Yes... mean I have a girl friend but we are not married.’ 

‘Ah ha! Any way who gets married these days? I bet she is a cracker.’ 

‘Hmmm, she is.’ Jeff immediately took out a photo of Donna in her bikini 
from his wallet and proudly showed it to him. 

“Wow! Oh what’s that black cherry-looking thing on her thigh?’ 

“A birthmark.’ 


After they had finished the champagne, they bid each other goodbye. 
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3rd August, 
Sunday 22:.30 


The following evening Jeff and Dr. Darago had met again at the casino. This 
time, the former was not so lucky. Before he realised it, he was in debt with the casino 
to the tune of £1,000,000. Dr. Darago had taken him to the bar and bought several 
drinks. By the time they left, they were both drunk, but Dr. Darago had consumed 
more alcohol than Jeff, and the latter offered to walk him to a flat he own near the 
Casino. 

On the way home Dr. Darago said, “you have a gorgeous woman, I want to 
meet her.’ 

‘Who, Donna?’ Jeff frowned. 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘She is my girl friend, man,’ Jeff pointed out politely. 

‘I know,’ said Dr. Darago in a slurring voice and audaciously added, “but she 
is not married to you, is she?’ 

‘Ammm?’ 

“How come you have such a beautiful woman, my friend? It’s not fair!’ 

‘T have dated her for months.’ 

Swinging his hands in the air, Dr. Darago replied, “When she sees me she 
would want to date me instead.’ 

‘Not a chance,’ Jeff retorted mockingly. 

“You want to bet?’ said Dr. Darago sounding quite challenging and arrogant. 

“You are very sure of yourself, aren’t you?’ 

‘Well, if you don’t believe me, let’s bet on it.’ 

“You are drunk.’ 

‘I’m so tired my friend, but I still would like to meet her, so arrange it will 
you?’ 

‘Stop talking stupid.’ 
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‘Me? Stupid? You damn ass!’ 

‘What?’ 

‘I say it again, let’s bet.’ 

“On what?’ 

‘On whether or not your girlfriend will fall for me, when she sees me,’ Dr. 
Darago clarified. 

“Will fall for you?’ Jeff echoed scornfully. 

‘Yeah.’ 

“What are you saying?’ 

‘Donna loves you, right?’ 

"Yes. 

‘Very well. What are you frightened then?’ 

‘T’m not frightened.’ 

‘It’s settled then. I’ll get in touch with her.’ 

‘No you won’t,’ an angry Jeff said. 

“You can consider her mine, my friend,’ Dr. Darago said smugly. 

‘Dream on.’ 


Although Jeff had fought hard not to show that he was worried, and had put 
everything down to the drinks, somehow deep down he couldn’t help feeling uneasy. 
He trusted Donna but he still was delighted she was a long way away from Dr. 
Darago’s reach, thus making it almost impossible for something to happen, so he 
thought. 
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4 August, 
Monday 09:00 


The following morning Jeff was in his hotel room, when two men from the 
casino had showed up and asked for payment. When he said he didn’t have the 
money, they had threatened to kill him if he did not pay up. Scared for his life he had 
contacted Dr. Darago for help and they had met immediately at his flat. 

‘Your girlfriend Donna, I have done some research on her,’ said Dr. Darago. 

‘What?’ Jeff uttered with a frown. 

‘She is a very rich woman from what I’ve read.’ 

‘Meaning?’ 

“Well... Why don’t you ask her to give you the money to settle your debt?’ 

‘I...I don’t... err...I don’t want her to know anything about this.’ 

Dr. Darago shook his head as he gave Jeff a stern look. ‘Listen my friend, this 
is Nigeria. These guys working for the casino would not hesitate to break every bone 
in your body and throw you in a ditch to rot. Got it?’ 

‘I believe you.’ The thought that he might be butchered and left to die caused 
him to shiver. 

‘Hmmm...So what are you going to do?’ 

‘I don’t know...erh...can’t you lend me the money?’ 

After a long silence, ‘I guess I can...but...how are you going to pay me back?’ 
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‘Erm...by a series of instalments.’ 

‘I see. For that amount, it would take you years,’ Dr. Darago snapped... 
Rubbing his chin he remarked, ‘I see you are wearing a very expensive watch.’ 

Jeff lowered his eyes and gazed at the watch. ‘Yes, my girlfriend gave it to 


‘Let me see it... Gold Rolex hey... must have cost a fortune. You’rea lucky 


‘How much can you give me for it?’ 

‘Certainly not £1,000,000...1’ll tell you what, I'll settle your debt but I want 
the watch and something else in return.’ 

‘Name it,’ Jeff said instantly. 

Eyes fixed on Jeff, Dr. Darago said without a shred of hesitation, “Your soul.’ 

‘What?’ 

“You heard.’ 

‘Did you say you want my soul?’ Jeff echoed. 

Dr. Darago nodded with a grimace. 

“You sound like the devil himself. I think Pll dub you: Dr. Evil?’ 

“Whatever makes you happy my friend,’ Dr. Darago replied with a chuckle. 

‘Let’s for one moment assume I want to go ahead with your proposition, you 
will have to wait for me to die before you can have my soul?’ 

‘T understand that.’ 

‘This mean you may have to wait a long time?’ 

“That may well be the case...[ am a patient man, I can wait...Well, have we 
got a deal?’ 

After a long pause, Jeff had nodded hesitantly. 

‘Is that a yes, Jeff?’ 


Jeff confirmed in the affirmative. 

Dr. Darago wearing a triumphant smile said, ‘It’s settled then,’ and they shook 
hands on it. ‘This calls for celebration and I have just the right thing.’ He brought out 
a bottle of champagne, filled two glasses and handed one to Jeff. 

‘Cheers,’ Dr. Darago said, ‘your soul now belongs to me...consider your debt 
repaid and may you have a short life.’ 

“You wish!’ said Jeff, mockingly. 


Jeff of course knew that many people believe that the soul continues to exist 
after the body is dead and once he is dead, he will have no need for it. Furthermore, 
since he did not expect to die soon, he had taken it all as a big joke. It was a win, win 
situation for him as far as he was concerned. Suppressing a laugh, he wilfully ignored 
the deal he’d made and cleared his mind of any worries. 

He kept away from the casino for the remainder of his stay in Lagos and 
rejected all of Dr. Darago’s calls and text messages and once he was back in England 
he gave little thought to what happened in Lagos until that Friday evening when 
Donna told him about the call she had received from Darago. Not privileged to the 
full content of the conversation Jeff dreaded what Dr. Darago had told her. Could he 
have grassed on him about his gambling, Jeff wondered. The thought weighed heavily 
on his mind and in vain he tried to push it away. # 
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Chapter 4- The right gift for the right occasion 


Back to: 9 August, 
Saturday, 09:00 


to the boardroom. Afterwards he returned to his office and as he was 
hanging his coat on the porte-manteau, he heard a knock. He turned round 
and saw his boss, Mr. Larry Latterman, standing at the doorway. 

“Welcome back Jeff, how was Lagos?’ asked Larry. 

‘Erhm...It was all play and no... sorry, I meant it was all work,’ Jeff corrected 
himself, quickly. 

‘Ammm...all work, hey?’ Larry questioned. He has known Jeff for a long time 
and knew he had a strong tendency of mixing work and pleasure and knew of his 
covert gambling. “‘Erhm... at the meeting today I couldn’t help noticing that you were 
very far away. You hardly contributed anything to the discussion.’ 

‘I’m sorry, Sir.’ 

‘Tf there is anything wrong you would tell me, won’t you?’ 

Jeff looked straight at Larry for a moment then said, ‘there is nothing wrong, 


() n that Saturday morning when Jeff had reached his office, he went straight 


Sir.’ 

‘Am glad to hear it...Erhm...Donna must be pleased you are back; I know 
how she hates it when you have to go on those trips, leaving her alone. 

‘Everything is fine, Sir.’ 


Larry nodded, but suspected that for some reason Jeff was holding back on 
him which puzzled him as they have always confided in each other in the past. 
Hoping that he could get him to loosen up he came up with a plan. 

‘T truly can’t understand how you two love birds haven’t tied the knot yet,’ 
Larry told Jeff, and added, ‘talking about marriage, Chelsea and I have been together 
for thirty years.’ 

‘That’s quite a long time, Sir.’ 

‘A long time indeed, as it so happens today is our wedding anniversary... 

‘Oh!’ Jeff interrupted, ‘Happy Anniversary, Sir.’ 

‘Thank you, Jeff...Erhm...We have nothing planned. Why don’t you and 
Donna join us for a drink and a meal tonight?’ 

‘To-night, Sir?’ Jeff echoed. 

‘Tf it is not convenient...’ 

‘Oh, no, no, this should be fine but let me check with Donna before 
confirming.’ 

Larry nodded and said, “Let me have your report on the trip ASAP.’ 

“Will do, Sir,’ Jeff replied. 


All of a sudden, Jeff's mobile started to bleep in his pocket. Larry intervened, 
“You should probably answer that. It could be important.’ 

‘Yes, you’re right,’ Jeff replied. As he took his phone out of his pocket he 
noticed it was Donna calling. He looked at his boss and mimed his girlfriend’s name. 
Mr. Latterman grinned and left allowing Jeff to respond to the caller. 


‘Hi,’ 

‘Jeff,’ Donna said the moment she heard his voice, ‘did you get to your board 
meeting in time?’ 

"YES. 

‘Good.’ 

‘So what’s up?’ 

‘Sorry?’ 

“You rang me.’ 

‘Oh, I just wanted to know you are okay.’ 

‘Of course I am, why should I not be? Jeff questioned. 

‘Just wondered, that’s all...’ 

‘IT see. Erhm... how would you like to go out to dinner tonight?’ 

‘Dinner,’ Donna echoed, ‘Where?’ 

‘At Mr. Latterman’s house, he invited us.’ 

“To his house?’ 

‘It’s his wedding anniversary...I could not exactly say no.’ 

“You have already accepted then?’ 

‘Sort of, but...’ 

‘Given he is your boss I guess it would have been impolite to refuse,’ Donna 
thought aloud. 


Although Donna was not in the mood of socialising, she realised she had to 
make the effort. ‘Did he give you a time?’ 

“7.00pm.” 

‘Okay, I’ll go to town and shop for a present for them. By the way how many 
years have they been married?’ 

‘Thirty years.’ 

‘Pearl!’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘The 30 wedding anniversary is known as Pearl, meaning purity, honesty and 
wisdom.’ 

‘Oh yes... you are right. Now I get it. Historically wives were presented with 
pearls...’ 

*...but the modern present idea for this anniversary is diamond, which 
represents lasting durability and strength, as well as the ongoing fire of love in the 
hearts of any long married pair.’ 

‘Wow. Youare so knowledgeable!’ Jeff said, with a cheeky grin. “Have a 
good day...Erhm...I know you will get them something pearly, in keeping with 
tradition or maybe something adamantine!’ 


When the line went dead Jeff slid the phone back into his pocket, displaying a 
despondent look on his face. A photograph of Donna and him sitting on his desk had 
caught his sad eyes. He gazed at it for a long while before looking away. His heart 
was undoubtedly well and truly hurting for which he had only himself to blame. The 
unwanted situation he found himself in could have been avoided if only he had 
levelled up with Donna the moment it was obvious that their relationship was moving 
them to places they shouldn’t be going. /t serves me right, he scolded himself, that I 
should feel so forlorn. 

Jeff looked back at the photograph. The moment he did, tender memories 
associated with it flooded his consciousness touching the very core of his being. He 
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battled with his emotion as he guided his forefinger to the corner of his right eye to 
wipe away an escaping tear. 
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After spending the remainder of the day working on his report he managed to 
complete it. With little else needing his attention he made his way home even though 
there was still an hour left before clocking off. On his way he stopped at the off 
licence to pick up an expensive bottle of red wine—the kind he knew Mr. Latterman 
would appreciate—jumped back into his BMW z3 convertible and headed home. Not 
having been totally frank with Donna he was still feeling like a jerk, but planned to 
look for the right moment. 

When he finally reached home and parked his car in his driveway it was 
already six thirty, leaving him just fifteen minutes for a quick shower. Donna was in 
the bedroom applying last minute touches to her eye-lashes. 

‘You look very pretty,’ Jeff remarked, ‘the violet dress you are wearing 
accentuates the blue of your eyes.’ 

“Thank you.’ 
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At 19:00 hrs exactly Donna and Jeff had arrived at the Latterman’s residence 
and on hearing the door bell, the pair was immediately greeted by Mrs. Chelsea 
Latterman. 

‘Hello,’ Chelsea said to the couple with a pleasant smile, looking ravishing, 
with her soft black hair, large intelligent dark brown eyes, a heart-shaped face and 
hardly a day more than forty in her floral mesh open front coat & Shein body-shaped 
dress which accentuated her slim figure beautifully. In reality she was born fifty-two 
years ago as a grocer’s daughter. 

‘Do come in,’ said Chelsea. 


Donna was the first to cross the threshold. It was the first time the two women 
had met and Jeff watched them hugging each other. When they had let each other 
loose, Chelsea accepted a bottle of wine from Jeff and proceeded to lead her guests to 
a huge tastefully decorated and well furnished lounge-diner. No sooner Donna and 
Jeff were seated, Chelsea standing by the drink cabinet immediately pressed them 
with a drink. 

‘What would you like, Donna? a Drambuie...British Sherry... Bloody 
Mary...’ 

‘Hmmm... A glass of Sherry would do nicely, thank you.’ 


At this moment Mr. Latterman entered the room holding a bottle of whisky. ‘I 
have the perfect drink for you Jeff,’ he said with a pleasant smile. “You can have a 
glass of whisky or if you prefer, I can get you a beer.’ 

Jeffs face lightened. ‘Erhm...A whisky on the rocks would be fine, Sir.’ 

‘Good choice, young man, good choice,’ Mr. Latterman remarked. 
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Mr. Latterman would, of course, have been surprised if Jeff had chosen a beer 
over a whisky, especially when the liquor bottle he had in his hand carried a blue 
label. Once he had handed Jeff his drink, before helping himself with a whisky on the 
rocks Mr. Latterman poured a measure of Irish cream in a flute glass and offered it to 
his wife as he knew that was her favourite tipple. Then, facing Donna and Jeff he 
raised his glass stating, ‘It is charming of you both to be with us on this special day of 
ours,’ and invited them to drink. 

Larry Latterman’s software company was one of the most successful in 
Europe, if not the world. He had branches in many countries and contacts with many 
influential people including prime ministers, ambassadors and famous lawyers. Men 
respected him for his brilliant mind and envied his physical attributes. Women found 
him irresistible. He owned property scattered around the globe but was still known for 
his generosity and philanthropy, donating to many charities, and religious institutions. 

Following a brief chit chat the four of them went to sit at a ready laid dining 
table. The Lattermans took their place at the head of the table leaving Donna and Jeff 
to take theirs. 

Looking at Donna, wrapped up in a charming voice, Chelsea said, ‘I bet you 
hate it when Jeff goes away without you!’ 

Donna nodded, ‘I do.’ 

‘I know the feeling, my dear...’ 


Fearing that his wife might say the wrong thing, Mr. Latterman cut in quickly. 

‘Unfortunately, this is the nature of the job,’ he said. ‘I should know I did it 
for years...Erhm...Have you ever been to Lagos, Donna?’ 

Donna shook her head. “No, but I’ve read the weather is very nice there.’ 


‘Oh yes, the weather, how we British are obsessed with it,’ Chelsea 
commented and pointing at the food on the table she told her guests, ‘please, feel at 
home and help yourselves... I hope you like my cooking.’ 

‘I love home cooking,’ said Donna. 

‘Do you cook Donna?’ Mr. Latterman asked. 

‘Not as often as I would like to.’ 


Although she employed a very good cook, Chelsea wanted to prepare the very 
best food herself for the occasion. The caviar and the oysters were the freshest on 
offer, ordered direct from a fishery. Both Jeff and Donna found them very tasty and 
leisurely washed them down with a most invigorating and very dry white wine from 
the Burgundy region of central France. 

The main course was roast venison. ‘It is quite tender just as a spring lamb,’ 
Donna remarked after she’d swallowed a piece of meat. 


Holding an opened bottle of rare red claret, Mr. Latterman poured everyone a 
glass. To keep the atmosphere grandiose and festive he ensured they all dined 
lavishly. The two men ate and drank heartily. Whilst, conscious of their figure, the 
two women ate but drank little, especially Donna, who was the nominated driver, she 
was very mindful of what she consumed. 


At the end of a delicious dinner, feeling well fed, Donna glanced at Chelsea, 
commenting, ‘It’s very unusual these days for a marriage to last for as long as yours. 


Tell me, what’s the secret?’ 

‘Well...’ said Chelsea as she was trying to put together a clever answer...’ 
leaving Mr. Latterman to cut in. ‘Tolerance my dear... lots of it,’ he said convincingly 
and then added, ‘you two have been together for quite a while now...’ 

‘Nine years,’ Donna volunteered. 


Anticipating what the next question might be, Donna quickly redirected the 
conversation by adding, ‘today it is all about you two,’ as she brought out something 
from under the table. ‘It’s time for your present.’ 


The Lattermans assumed a look of combined surprise and modesty as the little 
gift-wrapped box was presented. ‘It really was not necessary,’ they said concurrently 
as they carefully undo the wrapper, brought out a little clock encased in a diamond- 
shaped frame, of the sort that fits neatly on the bedside table. 

‘Look, it’s engraved,’ said Chelsea. 

‘So it is,’ said Larry, ‘how perfectly delightful.’ 
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At the end of the dinner, the foursome stood up, the women went in the lounge 
to look at the wedding album whilst the men moved in the opposite direction to the 
conservatory carrying a bottle of after-dinner wine and two glasses. Much to the 
surprise of Larry, Jeff kept filling his glass which prompted the latter to ask: 

‘Jeff what is wrong, and don’t tell me, nothing.’ 

“What makes you think there is anything wrong?’ 

‘It looks like you are trying to drown your sorrows.’ 

‘Sorrows,’ Jeff echoed as he glanced at Larry and then lowered his eyes 
towards his feet, looking pensive. Seconds later, he opened up. ‘You are spot on; I am 
in serious trouble, Sir.’ 

‘We are off duty now, so call me Larry.’ 

‘Okay Larry, I haven’t been totally honest with Donna.’ 

‘Ah ha! Don’t tell me you have been having an affair!’ 

Jeff shook his head, ‘nothing of that sort.’ 

“What then? I can keep a secret,’ Mr. Latterman said in a reassuring tone 
sufficient to induce Jeff to feel safe. 

‘This is it, Mr. Latterman...err...I mean Larry, keeping secret has its 
downside... How do you tell someone you love that you are a gambler, especially 
when you know she hates any form of gambling?’ 

‘Ah ha! Well, you don’t, I guess.’ 

“That’s what I have done for years.’ 

‘Then, why not keep it that way?’ 

‘Because I have a feeling Donna is about to find out, and I want to be the first 
to tell her but...’ 

*...but you fear how she would react?’ Mr. Latterman finished Jeff sentence. 

‘Exactly!’ 

‘Understandable.’ 


In the lounge, Donna from where she was sitting could see the two men 
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drinking and talking, she commented, ‘I wonder what they are talking about?’ 

“You would like to be a fly on the wall, won’t you?’ Chelsea said to Donna. 
‘Perhaps we should join them, what say you?’ 

‘Oh no, let’s continue with what we are doing...Erhm... These photographs 
are lovely. I bet they harbour lots of beautiful memories.’ 

‘They certainly do.’ 

‘How did you two meet?’ 

‘Strangely enough we met on the phone...’ 

‘On the phone?’ 

‘T used to work for an insurance company. Larry called to ask for a quote for 
his car. The moment I heard his voice I was drawn to him. We arranged to meet and 
from the moment we set eyes on each other we knew we belong together... Erhm... 
how come Jeff hasn’t made an honest woman of you yet, Donna?’ 

‘Good question!’ 

*...and the answer?’ 

‘To tell you the truth I am glad he hasn’t asked,’ said Donna, inadvertently. 

‘Oh! Am I right to think...’ 

Donna swiftly added, ‘I don’t want to make the same mistake twice.’ 

‘Very wise,’ Chelsea responded with a nod. 


In the conservatory Larry asked Jeff, ‘Do you want to break your gambling 
habit?’ 

‘Erhm... yes, anything to save my relationship.’ 

‘Then why don’t you stop?’ Mr. Latterman said and stared. 

‘T would if I could.’ 

Shaking his head, ‘That bad is it?’ Mr. Latterman acknowledged... He 
considered... ‘Look, I know someone who can help you kick off the habit. When 
Donna knows that you are getting appropriate help I am sure she would be 
sympathetic to your situation and support you.’ 

‘You really think so?’ 

‘Erhm...If she loves you, then yes,’ Mr. Latterman replied with unreserved 
certainty. Then, pulling out his mobile, he looked through his Contacts. ‘Here it is,’ 
and gave Jeff a mobile number of a British hypnotist/behavioural scientist. “Give him 
a ring.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 
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Donna felt it was time to go home, she got up and move to the conservatory to 
join the men, followed by Chelsea. 

‘Ah, ladies do join us, take a seat,’ Larry said. ‘What have you ladies been 
gossiping about?’ 

‘Flicking through your photograph-album actually,’ said Donna. ‘What have 
you men been talking about?’ 

‘Solving the world’s problems,’ Mr. Latterman replied. 

‘Well it’s late,’ said Donna, looking at Jeff. 

‘You're right, ‘let’s make a move,’ said Jeff. 
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Donna and Jeff thanked the Lattermans for a pleasant evening and bid them 
goodnight. Jeff walked to the car and everyone could see his unsteady gate confirming 
he had consumed an excessive amount of wine. 

Mr. Latterman whispered in Donna’s ear, ‘Look after him.’ 

‘He will be alright,’ Donna replied. ‘He has always been good at controlling 
the amount he drinks. I wonder what happened on this occasion.’ 

‘Don’t misjudge him,’ Mr. Latterman said, causing Donna to look at him with 
a frown trying to figure out what he was attempting to tell her. As she was about to 
question Mr. Latterman, she saw Jeff struggling to open the car door and ran to him. 
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In the car, sitting in the driving seat Donna said, ‘Well, that was a most 
delightful evening don’t you think?’ 


Jeff managed to nod in agreement. 

“You certainly seem to have enjoyed yourself.’ 

“Yeah.” 

What were you two talking about?’ 

‘Oh, we were just conversing, mostly about work.’ 

‘How come you drank so much to-night? You have always been able to 
control the amount you consume. What was different on this occasion?’ Donna asked 
inquisitively. 

‘Mr. Latterman was unbelievably good company.’ 

‘Is that what it was,’ Donna said with scepticism. ‘I’ve never seen you in a 
tipsy state. To tell you the truth I was embarrassed to see you acting like an idiot in 
front of the Lattermans.’ 

‘Oh! I am sorry it has provoked such a negative reaction in you.’ 


Five minutes later, Jeff felt sick and asked Donna to stop the car. No sooner he 
was out of the vehicle he threw up. Donna watched in disgust as Jeff's stomach 
contents expelled through his mouth. Once he was back in the car he could not wait to 
get home so that he could sleep it off. 

Jeff was staring straight ahead, white in the face, when suddenly his mind 
drifted back to Lagos, and he could hear the voice of Dr. Darago. With his eyes closed 
tightly, he found it impossible to shut out the vision of Dr. Darago’s warning him, 
‘Listen my friend, this is Nigeria. These guys working for the casino would not 
hesitate to break every bone in your body and throw you in a ditch to rot...’ 

For a moment he re-lived that terror inside him. 

From far, far away, a voice was saying, ‘Do you feel better now?’ 

Slowly, warily, he opened his eyes. He could hear the sounds of the car 
engine. 

‘Jeff — do you feel better now?’ Donna was asking. 

Forcing himself back to the present, he said, ‘Yes. a —a little bit, thank you.’ 
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After Donna and Jeff were gone, the Lattermans had settled themselves in the 
lounge watching Dancing on ice. 

“They are a nice couple,’ Chelsea said. 

‘Yes, they dance well,’ said Larry. 

‘Who?’ 

“These two on the screen.’ 

‘I meant Donna and Jeff, silly,’ Chelsea rebutted with a grin. 

‘Oh, I thought...never mind...I do like Donna and Jeff, but... you’re right they 
are a nice couple.’ 

“What with the “but’’? Is there something that you’re not telling me?’ 

“Well I should not be sharing this.’ 

‘Come on be a devil,’ Chelsea tempted Larry. 

‘Alright. If Jeff is to save his relationship he needs to get rid of his addiction.’ 

‘Addiction?’ Chelsea echoed. 

‘Gambling.’ 

‘Oh, my goodness. Is he seeking help?’ 

‘I have advised him to get in touch with someone who could certainly help.’ 

‘Good. Let’s hope he heeds your counsel. 
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The moment Donna and Jeff had reached their home, he went straight to the 
bedroom and threw himself on the bed. ‘I need a drink,’ he said. 

‘Well, really!’ said Donna, taken aback. ‘Don’t you think you have had 
enough already?’ 

‘That’s the only thing that can dull the pain in my head.’ 


The next seconds, Jeff had passed out. Donna had stripped him of his clothes 
and put them on a chair. When he woke up, he was in his birthday suit and Donna was 
not in bed with him. 
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Jeff got out of bed and went downstairs, where he thought Donna was. When 
he did not find her there he began to feel anxious. He hurried back upstairs and 
checked the wardrobe. Her clothes were still there. He walked to the landing and 
noticed the spare bedroom door was ajar. When he peeped inside, there was Donna, in 
bed fast asleep. He let out a sigh of relief. 

In the washroom Jeff splashed his face with cold water, kicking himself for 
drinking more than he should have, much to the displeasure of Donna. However, he 
quickly excused and convinced himself that events of the last few days had dulled his 
instincts. He moaned that Life can be cruel at times, but felt, everyone deserves a 
second chance. It remained to be seen if Donna would be that way incline? 

Whatever happened when he was in Lagos that’s where he wanted it to stay! 
He knew he messed up but dealt with it in the way he thought best. Now saving his 
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relationship was his priority. He dried his face and after leaving the washroom he 
went back to bed hoping the headache he was experiencing would ease. Tomorrow 
could not come soon enough for him to arrange an appointment with the hypnotist. 2 
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Chapter 5- Sowing the seed of deception 


Kent, England 
12” August, 
Tuesday, 08:30 


bell rang. Donna peeped out of her bedroom window and noticed the 

postman standing by the gate. She came downstairs with blurry eyes. 
Since she hadn’t quite gotten up she was looking dreadful. After opening the gate, the 
post-man, wearing a friendly smile, extended a parcel to her. Donna signed on the 
tablet, and was reassured that she would receive a delivery receipt via email. She took 
the package into her house, feeling her heart pounding. She looked at the sender’s 
address and it was indeed from Dr. Darago. Donna couldn't wait to tear open the 
paper that wrapped the parcel, carefully opened the box and pulled out the watch. It 
looked as good as new, and she checked the inscription on the back. She recognised it 
as a similar watch she gave to Jeff—but Donna knew that dedicated scammers could 
potentially buy a watch and get a jeweller to engrave the message. Whilst she couldn't 
be absolutely sure it was the same watch she personally bought and got engraved 
before giving it to her partner, it seemed that she was not being had by a deceitful 
man, or was she? 

Donna holding the watch in her hand, brought it closer to her pounding chest, 
and felt a tear running down her cheek. Even if it was a forgery, she could visualise 
the moment she personally put such a watch around Jeffs wrist and observed the 
happiness oozing out of his eyes. 

She immediately took the watch to a jeweller to have it cleaned so that when 
she was ready to give it back to Jeff it would look like new. 


(CS. hree days following Donna’s last communication with Dr. Darago, the 
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Donna had an acquaintance, a former fellow student at university. Her name 
was Elizabeth Fish, also known as Liza. She was a beautiful blonde-haired woman, 
but unlike most blondes, she had a whip-sharp mind and had dealt with scammers 
before; they were terribly close at university, and although they went their separate 
ways, they had kept in touch. Donna called her and they agreed to meet at a restaurant 
for dinner—she needed her opinion. 

That evening, Donna brought the watch to dinner, and Elizabeth held it in her 
hands, looked at it with envied eyes then turned to her dinner mate, ‘my friend, I wish 
I could afford something like that for my husband. You really do spoil your man, but 
then you can definitely afford it.’ 

Donna smiled slightly, feeling her heart beating faster. ‘I’ve just received it in 
the post from a man who had it in his possession.’ 

‘So you didn’t buy that for your partner?’ 

‘I did but I am not sure it is the one.’ 

‘T am confused.’ 


43 


“You are? What do you think I am?’ Donna said with a frown. 


After hearing the two conversations Donna had with Dr. Darago, Elizabeth 
asked, ‘why didn’t he keep such an expensive watch?’ 

‘Dr. Darago said he felt I was the rightful owner.’ 

‘Could it be that he just wanted to buy your trust?’ 

“You think it’s a hoax, right?’ 


Elizabeth raised her shoulders. ‘I am hesitant to say yes...scammers do tend to 
give you something to gain your trust before going for the kill, especially one from 
Nigeria, but in this case I can’t tell. I don’t want to ill-advise you and then be 
responsible for your partner’s death.’ 

After a long silence Elizabeth added, ‘you need to quiz Jeff and try to establish 
if he is part of the scam. It will be easier for you to decide whether your fortune is 
more important than his life.’ 

‘Strangely enough Dr. Darago too, told me quiz Jeff, but will he open up and 
come clean.’ 

‘Well, here is your chance to find out,’ said Liza. 


Donna didn’t think she was a rich bitch or otherwise, even though she lived in 
a huge house with fulltime servants. Although some would say when you have a 
massive property in the Rees countryside, you have to be a bitch—it comes with the 
territory. After they had dinner and shared a bottle of wine, Donna drove home that 
night to confront Jeff—she wasn’t going to mince her words, she wasn’t even going 
to spare any feelings despite the fact she loved him and would do anything for him. 
She never before doubted her partnership and she couldn’t imagine that Jeff was with 
her because of her fortune. After all, she was a beautiful woman and had many rich 
men chasing after her. Donna’s mind was tormented by the idea that it was an 
elaborate scheme to somehow steal her wealth. Money that she had acquired from her 
first marriage and would have been just as content if she didn’t own the mansion she 
lived in; love and a happy relationship is what she had always craved for. 

She had always felt she had a good relationship with Jeff, even though he was 
three years younger and certainly, there was almost no friction. There was the 
question that she was tight-fisted, but that was her being cautious. Being prudent was 
not a crime, indeed a good quality to be proud of, and deserving of respect. 
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Donna arrived home late and found Jeff in bed reading a book. He had even 
cooked himself dinner and kept her share in the oven. After explaining that she had 
spent the evening having dinner with an old university girlfriend, she gave Jeff a box 
containing the watch, which she had previously wrapped and went to have a shower. 

When Donna came out, she discovered that Jeff was not as excited and 
pleased, as he was when she had given him the first watch. More importantly, now 
that Dr. Darago had told her Jeff pawned the first one, and if he should lose this one 
and then falsely claiming he misplaced it, it would be a good clue that he was still 
gambling. 

Donna said with a grimace on her face, ‘I hope you will look after this one 
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better than you did with the first...Erh...how are you feeling?’ 

‘Fine. Why do you ask?’ 

“You are supposed to be a walking dead man.’ 

‘Oh, we are not back to that again, are we?’ 

‘Back to what?’ 

‘The crank-call from Dr. Darago.’ 

Donna thought for a moment then asked, ‘How well do you know him?’ 

‘Erh...well enough to know that he is an incorrigible joker.’ 

‘A sick one too, if you ask me,’ Donna hit back immediately with a touch of 
sarcasm in her voice. ‘Well I am glad you are feeling well...I don’t want my partner 
to drop dead on me now, do I?’ 

‘I won't,’ Jeff replied with a grin. 


Donna got into bed. As she laid there facing the ceiling, her mind drifted to the 
moment Mr. Latterman whispered in her ear. What is it that Mr. Latterman knows that 
she doesn’t? She wondered. “May be Jeff could shed some light.’ 


Donna began to question Jeff in the hope that he would level with her. With 
trepidation, she said, ‘Jeff.’ 

“Yes dear.’ 

‘If there is something wrong, you would tell me won’t you?’ 

“Wrong, wrong with what?’ 

‘With anything...our relationship, problem at work, money issues...’ 

‘Of course I would confide in you,’ Jeff replied appearing he meant it but in 
truth he didn’t. ‘But what makes you think there is something 
wrong...with...anything?’ 

‘Well little things like the strange phone call from Dr. Darago for a start, then 
the missing Rolex watch, and let’s be honest, since your return from Lagos you have 
been unusually tetchy and unusually reluctant to answering my questions... not to 
mention Mr. Latterman’s revelation that you need help and for me to stand by you. ’ 

‘No. No, no, no, I'm not unusually tetchy as you put it,’ Jeff vehemently 
disagreed, ‘and as for the missing watch I told you I misplaced it... with regards to 
Dr. Darago, can we please not talk about his crazy phone call anymore?’ 

Donna frowned. ‘Why not, Jeff,’ Donna asked. ‘After all he is your friend, you 
said?’ 

‘Rightly put, he is MY friend NOT yours.’ 

‘Tf he is your friend, then I want him to be my friend too.’ 

‘What? You are crazy,’ Jeff snapped. 

‘No, I'm not crazy, Jeff.’ 

“Yes you are... I thought you hated him, labelling him a sick joker and now 
you want to be friend with him?’ 

‘I didn’t say he is a sick joker, you did.’ 

‘Whatever!’ 


Jeff knowing that Dr. Darago had expressed his desire to date Donna, the last 
thing he wanted was for Donna to become friend with him. 

‘Erhm...did you say Mr. Latterman told you I need help?’ 

“Yes, when you were walking to the car, shuffling your gate.’ 

‘Seeing me looking unsteady on my feet, and knowing I have had quite a bit to 
drink, he figured I need your help to get home.’ 
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“You’re probably right.’ 


Donna felt from the way Jeff was responding that he wasn’t going to come 
clean. She flirted with the idea of telling him what she already knew which might 
forced him to open up but decided otherwise and terminated the conversation. 

‘Good night Jeff,’ said Donna. She immediately switched off her bedside 
lamp, and turned her back to him. 
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Kent, England 
13” August, 
Wednesday, 09:30 


Donna contacted Dr. Darago to inform him that she had received the watch 
and that she was still undecided on paying off Jeff’s debt. To her surprise, Dr. Darago 
anticipated she was in a difficult situation—he gently reminded her of the limited time 
available. Donna was not going to be pressured, but realised that she was playing with 
an unknown amount of time. She terminated the call with the preface that she would 
be in touch. 

Though Dr. Darago was disappointed, he didn’t argue with her, and Donna 
wouldn’t have been rushed by anything he could have said anyway. 

On that Wednesday morning she had visited her brokers and worried them 
about investments to give her mind something to work on, and on her way home, she 
stopped at a café and had a hot drink and cake. Afterwards she went to the cinema to 
watch a film but found it rather boring, and left early. On her way out she saw a 
beggar and gave him a pound. 

The afternoon was fine and clear as she drove back to her mansion. The 
motorists surged past her, and honked. It took her a while to realise she had 
absentmindedly left her hazard light on. The idea that Dr. Darago, possibly with the 
help of Jeff, were playing a dirty trick, was taking its toll on her. Was she getting 
closer to losing a partner? She wondered. It was worse than being blackmailed; at 
least in a blackmail situation, one knows in advance that there is a victim who needs 
rescuing. Whilst in her case the apparent victim was by her side, treating the whole 
thing as a bad joke and insisting he was feeling fine, which made Dr. Darago’s 
claimed that Jeff was a walking dead man doubtful. Perhaps, she should just relax and 
play the “wait and see” game or should she be more proactive? 


At 17:00 hrs Jeff came home following his third visit to Dr. Paul McGilligilli, 
a British hypnotist, behavioural scientist, television and radio broadcaster and author 
of self-help books. He is reputed to have changed the life of thousands by helping 
them to lose weight, quit smoking, quit gambling, overcome insomnia, eliminate 
stress and increase their self-confidence. He had seen Jeff Face-to-Face at his private 
practice. 

“You are home early?’ Donna commented. 

“Yeah! I was in a meeting when I suddenly felt unwell. The boss sent me 
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home. On my way I had to stop on the hard shoulder to throw up.’ 

‘Is it something you ate?’ 

‘T don’t think so.’ 

‘How are you feeling now?’ 

‘Tm okay...I think I would go and have a lie down.’ 

‘ll wake you up for supper, okay?’ 

“You do that,’ said Jeff as he walked upstairs to the bedroom followed by 
Donna. 


Donna prepared the bed; Jeff settled in and closed his eyes. Before leaving the 
room, Donna took a sombre look at Jeff and could see he appeared dreadful. In vain 
she tried to resist the temptation of assuming the worse. 

Could Dr. Darago’s claim that Jeff was a walking dead man be coming true? 
Donna questioned as her fear increased. Slowly her doubt of Jeff's impending death 
was being replaced by certitude, which propelled her into action. 


38 28 3k 


Jeff too had propelled himself into action. Having decided that he needed help 
with his gambling, he had started seeing hypnotist McGilligilli on recommendation of 
his boss. When three days before he had arrived at the hypnotist’s private practice for 
his initial visit, he was full of high hopes. The air was warm and inviting as he 
approached the clinic slowly, observing the sharp, precipitous curves, wondering 
which building to go. Would McGilligilli be able to help him? 

At reception he’d asked the young lady, ‘I am Jeff Larson, I have an 
appointment with Dr. McGilligilli.’ 

‘Ah, yes,’ she said and pointed, ‘the fifth door on the left. He is waiting for 
you.’ 

“Thank you.’ 

‘My pleasure.’ 


Jeff walked down the corridor until he’d reached the fifth door. Inside was a 
middle-aged, clean-shaven, inquisitive brown eye, Dr. McGilligilli sitting behind a 
desk. The office was small and neat. He stood up as Jeff entered. 

‘Good morning. Come in and take a seat.’ 

‘I understand you can help me?’ 

‘Tl certainly do my best to help. My record speaks for itself.’ 

‘Yes, yes, I know you have helped cure Coventry gambler Ray Hitchcliff of a 
13-year addiction to fruit machines.’ 

‘That is one of my many successes.’ 


Jeff sat down with the hypnotist telling him how much he had spent and how 
he sold his soul to cover his debt. His main preoccupation now was to save his 
relationship with Donna. 


‘T heard about your pack with the devil.’ 

‘Stupid trade off, I hear you say.’ 

‘No. I don’t judge.’ 

Jeff was staring at him, his pulse quickening. ‘So where do we start?’ 
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After one 15-minute session, a series of back-up tapes, and two follow-up 
meetings, Jeff could notice a decrease in his gambling compulsion. Three days had 
passed and he’d not felt the need to go near a casino... 2 


Chapter 6 — the check up 


Kent, England 
14” August, 
Thursday, 09:00 


(General Practitioner). At nine o’clock the following day she visited him in 
his surgery and explained her situation. The former at ten o’clock promptly 
came to visit Jeff at home, gave him a complete wellness check and swiftly arranged 
for him to have several blood tests. Before leaving he prescribed Jeff, Cyclizine 
tablets, 50mg, to be taken three times a day, 8 hours apart if needed. To reduce the 
risk of side effects Jeff was asked to avoid drinking alcohol whilst taking the drug. 
Donna had rejected the temptation of stopping and re-analysing the situation 
fearing she would fall back and make her decision more difficult. Having lost her first 
husband in an acrimonious divorce, she didn’t want to lose Jeff. Now she had to 
choose between possibly losing a fortune and saving her boyfriend’s life. The easiest 
action was arguably to pay Dr. Darago the £1,000,000 that she could easily afford, 
and get back on track with her life. However, if she should eventually discover she 
had been taken for a ride, she would not be a happy bunny, albeit that would not be 
the end of the world for a rich woman like her. 


oe, eff suddenly feeling unwell, caused Donna to confide in Dr. Blunt—her GP 
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Whilst she was waiting to hear the results of the blood tests from her GP, 
Donna was taking no chances. She had started to wonder which method of payment 
she would choose if she was to send the money. Would it be cash, cheque or bank 
transfers. Withdrawing such a huge amount of money in cash would definitely prompt 
the bank to ask probing questions as it would be if she asked the bank to wire-transfer 
the money. Writing a cheque would probably be the easiest, provided this form of 
settling the debt would be acceptable to Dr. Darago. She also thought if she should get 
her solicitor involved in handling the transaction. 

That day Donna ate lunch and poured herself a glass of red wine, which had 
the effect of calming her nerves. Jeff had not gone to work. She had no intention of 
telling him what she already knew and was up to, as much as the honesty in her 
cringed at the fact. She didn’t need his permission to spend her money anyway—she 
couldn’t imagine shedding tears over £1,000,000 with her massive bank account. The 
interest on her entire fortune alone would more than cover it. 

Donna’s mind already prepared to hear negative news from her GP over the 
health state of her partner—call it woman’s intuition if you like—turned to the issue 
of marriage. After the bitter divorce from husband number one, she had not seen the 
point in marrying again and re-entering what she had come to regard as a dying 
outdated institution. 

If Donna came to find out that Jeff was playing tricks with her she certainly 
had the courage to boot him out of the house and would not have to pay him anything. 
As the house including all the furniture, the cars and electrical goods were hers; Jeff 
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would find himself in the street with just the clothes he was wearing, as Donna would 
have poured acid on anything else. She was the kind of person who would not allow 
anyone to come into her life and cause havoc without feeling her fury. 
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The waiting was finally over. Donna’s GP came through and was ready to 
reveal his findings. 

“Ms. Rees?’ the GP asked. 

“Yes, it’s me,’ Donna replied. 

‘Can you drop in my Surgery I have the results of the physical examination 
and blood tests I carried out on Jeff...Erh...could you come alone please?’ 

‘When?’ 

‘If you can come in the next hour, it would be great?’ 

‘T’ll be there.’ 


Donna looked at the wall clock and saw it was 2.00 pm. Since it would take 
her roughly ten minutes by car to get to the surgery, she had just over three quarters of 
an hour to shower and dress if she was to get there for 3.00 pm. 

The fact that the GP wanted to see her alone worried her a little. Surely good 
or bad Jeff had a right to know. She braced herself and hoped whatever news the GP 
had for her would not be as bad as she was imagining it to be. 
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“Ms. Rees is here,’ the receptionist told the Doctor on the intercom. 
‘Give me one minute, and then bring her in will you?’ 


A minute later, the receptionist accompanied Donna to the consultation room 
and knocked on the GP’s door. 

‘Come in.’ 

‘Ah, Ms. Rees, please do come in and take a seat,’ and turning to the 
receptionist, “bring us a pot of tea, please.’ 


The GP had known Donna for a long time; in fact, he was the best man at her 
first wedding and a witness at her divorce. When he learnt that Jeff was playing house 
with her he did not approve. He was a staunch Roman catholic who believed in 
marriage. 


After taking his seat behind the desk he leant forward and said, ‘I wanted to 
see you alone because I have good news and bad news...’ 

Donna cut in, ‘give me the good news first please.’ 

‘Okay. The physical I did on Jeff, was reassuring. He is a very fit young man, 
but...’ 

Donna smiled cautiously and waited for the “but.” 

‘The result of one of the blood tests has revealed something quite unusual. So 
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unusual that I am questioning if the lab has somehow made a mistake in their 
analysis...’ 

‘The suspense is killing me, please tell me straight.’ 

“Well this is the problem, I don’t want to tell you something and then find out 
later that I gave you the wrong information.’ 

‘What is it, Doctor?’ 

‘Hmm...okay...assuming the test is accurate; it shows trace of an enzyme 
which is slowly killing the cells. Since this enzyme is only released when a body is in 
the early stage of rigor mortise, its presence leads me to conclude that it has been 
maliciously put there and must be neutralised urgently.’ 

‘Oh no,’ Donna felt like she was going to faint. 


There was a knock at the door. It was the receptionist bringing the tea. 

‘Pour Ms. Rees a cup of tea will you,’ the GP ordered the receptionist. 

Turning to Donna, ‘I have been a doctor for forty years; I have never seen a 
case like this. To my knowledge, this enzyme is found in Sub-Saharan Africa, and 
among people of African origin living in other parts of the world. Thus I am inclined 
to think the test is faulty.’ 

‘I hear what you are saying but I somehow don’t think the test is wrong, 
Doctor.’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘This enzyme you are talking about can it be injected?’ 

‘Erh...not that I am aware, but it can be ingested though.’ 

‘Can it...Erhm...How can the enzyme be neutralised? 

‘I have already spoken to a toxicologist about it and there is no clear guidance 
but he believes it can be squashed. However, the drug needed is not available in this 
country.’ 

‘Tell me where I can get the drug...I have the money to reach out.’ 

‘T’ll make a few enquiries and let you know.’ 

‘How long will that take?’ 

The GP shook his head in desperation. ‘I wish I could tell you.’ 

Donna stood up. ‘Thank you doctor, you have been very useful.’ 

‘Useful? Ha!’ The GP grinned. 


Donna left the surgery and went straight home. She felt she got the 
confirmation she needed and concluded that Dr. Darago had given Jeff a slow acting 
drug. Armed with that belief, she made up her mind about what she was going to do. 
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The minute she got home, Donna contacted Dr. Darago, informed him that she 
had decided to pay the money to settle the debt, and that she was ready to work with 
him to complete the transaction. Dr. Darago immediately suggested that he would 
prepare and put in the post a contract together with an instalment schedule, which 
made her feel she was not being scammed. Besides being pleased with the way he was 
helping her to end her nightmare, she had planned to make one full payment and be 
done with it. She asked why she couldn’t settle in one go by issuing a cheque for the 
full amount. 
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Dr. Darago explained that he didn’t like dealing with cheques and it would 
take ten weeks to suppress the negative effect of the enzyme he had placed in Jeff’s 
body. Hence the reason for the ten instalments, that Donna would have to make in ten 
consecutives weeks for which she would receive ten soluble tablets, one each week, 
that Jeff had to swallow. As the tablets were in soluble form, Jeff had no need to 
know he was receiving it. 

‘May I ask you how did you get the enzyme into Jeff's body?’ 

‘You've already guessed it, I spiked his drink, Dr. Darago confirmed. ‘After 
Jeff had accepted my terms and conditions of the loan, we sealed our agreement with 
a glass of champagne.’ 


Donna agreed to let Dr. Darago handle the necessaries. Although Donna was 
apprehensive about what she had agreed to do, her anxiety was no greater than her 
belief that she was doing what she needed to do to save Jeff and their relationship. 
She had wanted so badly to resolve the situation as she saw it, and giving Dr. Darago 
the money to reclaim Jeff's life was a price worth paying. 

After checking on Jeff, Donna spent the night with little sleep and couldn't 
wait to receive the paperwork Dr. Darago was mailing to her. 
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As far as Jeff was concerned he wasn’t too apprehensive with the state of his 
health. The anti-sickness medicine that Dr. Blunt had prescribed for him appeared to 
be working. He suddenly recalled having a prawn sandwich from the machine at work 
which he figured could have caused him to feel unwell. He enjoyed the attention and 
sympathy he was getting from Donna so much so that he stayed off work for three 
days when he could easily had gone back after two. At no point did he suspect what 
Donna was up to. Whenever Donna would asked him how he felt he avoided giving a 
clear answer, leaving her in a state of uncertainty. 2 


Chapter T= the contract 


Lagos, Nigeria 
14” August, 


Thursday 20:00 


OS: 


they can protect themselves. 


‘Hey Thomas, look at this guy,’ Dr. Darago said, pointing at C.J. Fairfield. 
“Yes, I'm looking,’ Thomas replied. 

‘Does he remind you of anyone?’ 

Thomas smiled. “Yes... he reminds me of me.’ 
“Uncanny don’t you think?’ 

‘Very.’ 

Dr. Darago looked at Thomas and said, ‘I’m thinking.’ 


Topping up his glass with beer Thomas said, ‘you are always thinking... when 


will I know what you are planning?’ 


‘All in good time my friend, all in good time...but rest assured you will be the 


first to know.’ 


‘I feel so very privileged,’ Thomas said with a huge grin. 

“Have you ever been to London, Thomas?’ 

‘No. I hear it’s a beautiful city.’ 

‘Not only the city is beautiful man, the women are gorgeous.’ 

‘It sounds like you know quite a few of these gorgeous women.’ 

‘I know at least one that I’m planning to make mine.’ 

“You know how to pull them man, I'll give you that,’ said Thomas as he 


swallowed another mouthful of beer, leaving some of the froth on his moustache. 
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“You know that guy Jeff Larson, I told you about.’ 
“What about it?’ 

‘He has a beautiful sexy girlfriend.’ 

‘Oh, really...how sexy?’ 

“Very sexy.’ 

“Have you seen her?’ 

‘No, but I’ve seen a picture of her in her bikini.’ 
“Wow! Let me see.’ 

‘I can’t. I haven’t got it.’ 

“You useless, man... It’s time for me to hit the road.’ 
‘Okay. Pll drive you home,’ Dr. Darago offered. 
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itting in front of the TV in his lounge Dr. Darago and his friend Thomas 
terling, were watching a documentary, featuring the British Detective 
Inspector C.J. Fairfield. Following several complaints from people who 
had been scammed he was explaining the warning signs and offering advice on how 
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Kent, England 
15” August, 


Friday, 07:00 


BACK IN KENT, two days had passed since Donna conversed with Dr. 
Darago. Everyday she would get up very early, periodically looking out of the 
window to see if the post-man was approaching her house. 

On that third day, whilst Jeff was looking better, Donna was experiencing a 
faint headache hammering at her temples, as if she was hung-over. After having 
served Jeff breakfast, they kissed each other before he got into his car and drove 
away. Just as he was leaving the driveway, a red van stopped by his gate and a tall 
man got out holding a thick brown envelope, which he nearly gave to Jeff, but 
changed his mind when he saw Donna signalling him to bring it to her. 

Donna cut open the envelope and pulled out the pile of papers. Everything 
looked thoroughly official—seals, stamps, everything that she associated with 
complex legal documentation. She knew that dedicated scammers could potentially 
make very important and real-looking documents, but she had more or less passed that 
stage of suspiciousness. 

Donna read everything over carefully, sipping coffee and delaying her petit 
déjeuner to look at how detailed the documentation was; the contract was there, along 
with payment schedule and instructions on how and where to deposit the daily 
instalment. Nothing looked suspicious. If the paperwork was a forgery, it was an 
excellent one. She studied the instructions carefully. She was told to open an account 
under the name of Dr. Darago and everyday for the next nine days to deposit the sum 
of the £100,000 in cash and then to scan and email the receipt to him. As for the tenth 
payment, Dr. Darago advised her that he would consider waiving it nearer the time at 
which point the transaction would end. Knowing that she might not have to make the 
final instalment pleased her. However, even if that did not turn out to be the case, it 
would not have bothered her. Overall, she had no issue with the contract that she was 
being asked to enter into. When she saw the first dose of the drug—a soluble white 
tablet—enclosed in a sachet was included in the envelope, suddenly she couldn’t wait 
for the next nine days to come and go. 
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After withdrawing the first £100,000 from her bank, Donna made her way to 
the Western Union and as per instruction, opened an account for Dr. Darago, and then 
deposited the money. She picked up the receipt, went to the Post Office and mailed 
the signed contract to Dr. Darago. When she got home, she scanned and emailed him 
the receipt of the deposit including the account details. 

She waited impatiently for Jeff to come home so that she could give him his 
first dose of the drug. The day seemed to have both crawled and rushed by at the same 
time. 

As it was Friday, and Donna and Jeff having made it a habit to eat out on that 
day, they spent the evening in town in Swan Palace—their favourite restaurant. When 
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Jeff had gone to the loo, Donna dropped the tablet in a glass of 7-Up. After a few 
seconds of fizzes, the liquid in the glass settled down and she gave it a quick stir with 
the back of a tablespoon. When Jeff returned to the table, he continued his meal and 
drank the 7-up. Donna was relieved that he made no comment about the taste of the 
drink, and she was delighted that she had successfully administered the first dose of 
the drug. 
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At first, Donna found that her plan was evolving too rapidly for her liking and 
that worried her but as the days went by, she became less so. Jeff continued to say he 
felt fine, and referring to his blood tests, he expected them to reveal nothing 
untoward. 

The unknown drug that Dr. Darago was sending made it possible for Donna to 
relax and to continue administering subsequent doses trusting that soon her Jeff would 
no more be a walking dead man. He would be cleared of his debt and got his soul 
back from the devilish Dr. Darago, ending the supremacy of the latter on her partner. 
Her relationship with Jeff would be back to normal, making her decision to part with 
£1,000,000 a drop in the ocean. 

Having a fortune was a luxury that Donna had never really expected to have at 
her disposal—and it did help to settle the debt with ease than it would otherwise have 
been to save Jeff and indeed her relationship. She was glad that she was able to help 
her man. 

Three years ago when she divorced her husband because he was cheating on 
her, she was devastated. To lose another relationship would have dented her 
confidence more than she would have been able to cope with. 

When she did throw her husband out, before the divorce was finalised she had 
almost called him to give him a second chance. Then she suddenly remembered the 
adage, once a cheater always a cheater and she was convinced that cheating is a 
choice not a mistake. She was not prepared to allow herself to be cheated twice by the 
same person and concluded that her best revenge was to move on and let karma do the 
rest. Before she had met Jeff, she did wonder if she had acted unwisely towards her 
ex-husband, but after she and Jeff got together, she surmised she was right to have 
walked away from her ex. 
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23", August, 
Saturday 11:00 


Once Donna had made the ninth instalment, she received the following 
instructions from Dr. Darago. 


Ms. Rees, 
Thank you for making your payments promptly, and for following my 
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instructions to the letter. Just one last instruction, for the tenth and final payment, I 
want you to deliver it in person, at which point you would secure the final dose of the 
drug. Enclosed is a map of the town where I live with instructions on how to get there. 
Do let me know your travel itinerary. 

See you soon. Bon voyage. 


Dr. Darago 


Donna certainly had no desire to meet Dr. Darago. All she wanted, and had 
planned for was to clear Jeff's debt, get back his soul and move on. This unexpected 
request was troublesome. She decided to dial Dr. Darago’s number. 

‘Dr. Darago speaking,’ the same voice, with the same slick, educated accent 
filled Donna’s ear. 

‘Hi, yes, this is Donna Rees—I got your message.’ Donna licked her lips, the 
nervous feeling persisting. 

“Ah, Ms. Rees, yes; nice to hear from you.’ 

‘Erh...I was a little confused to read your instructions for settling the final 
payment,’ Donna confessed. 

‘Oh, I’m sorry to hear that the instructions were not clear enough.’ 

‘No, no, I understood your instructions clearly, but I can’t understand why I 
have to travel to Nigeria to deliver the final payment?’ 


She heard a crackling noise on the other end of the line, and when Dr. Darago 
spoke again, there was a faint amusement in his voice. 

‘Oh don’t you like my country?’ 

‘I am sure your country is lovely...why can’t I make this last payment in the 
same way I have done the others?’ 

‘Oh, I see...but you agreed to it.’ 

‘I never did,’ Donna said emphatically raising her voice slightly. 

‘Oh, but you did. I have in front of me the contract you signed. Clause 3.6 
clearly states in black and white that you would follow all my instructions.’ 

‘T have.’ 

‘How come you are refusing to follow what would be the last one?’ 

‘This wasn’t part of the contract I signed.’ 

‘I beg to disagree. You were told you would get further instructions nearer the 
end.’ 

‘Look, I can’t travel to Nigeria, I won’t.’ 

‘I am sad to hear you say that. I was so looking forward to welcoming you to 
my country, entertaining you and then terminating our arrangement, but now it seems 
this would not be possible.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘I mean without the final payment, I can’t give you the final dose of the drug.’ 

‘Tam NOT refusing to pay the last instalment. All I am saying is that I won’t 
come to Nigeria to deliver it personally...’ 

‘Then you would be breaching the Terms and Conditions of the 
contract... Look I need to go. Have another think...Oh, just in case you decide not to 
pay for the final dose, you will be making a terrible mistake.’ 


“What mistake?’ 
‘1 can’t explain now. We’|l talk another time.’ 


Before Donna could say wait, the line went dead. She redialled immediately 
and got an engaged tone. Fifteen minutes later, she tried the number again, and the 
line was still engaged. When she tried for the third time, she got a recording. The 
message was incomprehensible. She slammed the receiver down in a nervous wreck. 
Tears began to run down her cheeks. Dr. Darago was no more the understanding 
person she thought he was. Donna heard her heart pounding in her ears, blood rushing 
through her head, as she tried to figure out what Dr. Darago wanted with her, leaving 
her feeling giddy. 

This set back in her transaction was much unexpected. She shook her head to 
try to clear away the nightmare. What if she simply cut off ties with Dr. Darago and 
did without the final dose of the drug, she reflected. After all Jeff has already had nine 
doses out of the prescribed ten, one less should not matter that much. She took a deep 
breath and considered the situation as best as she could, considering her deep sense of 
shock. Then she remembered Dr. Darago saying, ‘not paying for the final dose will be 
a terrible mistake.’ Unfortunately, when she had asked him to explain himself, he had 
cut off. 

To legally claim that she had fulfilled her part of the contract Donna needed to 
go to Nigeria, deliver the final instalment and sign the relevant paperwork, but as 
things stood, she was unwilling to do so. She bit her lip and tightened her right fist, 
not quite believing the situation she was in. Unless Dr. Darago was willing to 
relinquish his demand, she would have no choice but to cooperate. Based on the last 
conversation they had it was unlikely he would. 2 
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Chapter 8- in for a penny... 


23"¢, August, 
Saturday, 12:00 


ious that Dr. Darago had cut her off, Donna persistently redialled his 

umber. Each time her call was diverted to an answer-machine where she 

was asked to leave a message after the tone, and each time she left a 

message pleading to be called back. After leaving countless messages, 

she began to lose hope unable to stop the tears, and wondered if she should just count 
her lost and give up. 

Suddenly, the phone started to ring and she rushed to pick up the receiver. 
Fuzzy eyes, she said, ‘Hello Dr. Darago...’ 

‘Who?’ Elizabeth said in her distinct voice. 

‘Oh, sorry, Elizabeth, I thought you were someone else.’ 

Elizabeth sensing that her friend may not be fine and asked, ‘are you alright?’ 

“Yes I’m,’ she said quickly, then immediately retracted, ‘act...actually I am 
not. 

“What’s the matter? Care to talk about it?’ 

‘Well...nothing much to say...he is gone.’ 

‘Who is gone? You mean Jeff?’ 

‘No. Dr. Darago,’ Donna said and gave Elizabeth an account of what had been 
going on. 

‘T hate to say this,’ Elizabeth said, ‘I think you have been scammed. You 
should stop all contact with this man and do not make any more payments...’ 

‘...but there is only one more payment, and he wants me to deliver it 
personally.’ 

‘Donna,’ Elizabeth said. The sharpness in her voice suggested clearly that she 
was serious. ‘We have known each other a long time, and I know you are not stupid 
so stop acting as one...I know it is tempting to stay involved... accept that you have 
lost all the payments you have made already... Contact Western Union immediately 
and see if you can get all or at least some of your money back,’ Elizabeth advised and 
added, ‘I would certainly not go to Nigeria to meet someone I hardly know...God 
knows what malicious ideas he has in store for you.’ 

“You don’t understand, I have already got nine doses of the drug he promised, 
it’s just...” 

‘Donna, Donna my good friend...’ 

‘Stop it, Elizabeth,’ Donna said angrily, feeling bombarded and confused. 

‘Thank you for your call,’ and she hang up. 


The phone rang immediately and Donna picked up the receiver. Thinking it 
was Elizabeth calling back, she said firmly, ‘I don’t want to talk to you,’ and as she was 
about to cut off the call, she heard a male voice saying, ‘are you sure?’ which she 
immediately recognised as being that of Dr. Darago. 

‘Oh, it’s you?’ 

“Well you did leave several messages on my answer machine!’ said Dr. 
Darago. 
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“Yes, yes, yes. I know,’ said Donna as she glanced at the clock and noticed it 
was one o’clock in the afternoon. ‘Thank you for returning my call.’ 

‘Have you been crying Ms. Rees?’ 

“What did you expect?’ 

“Whatever for?’ 

“What do you think?’ 

“What is it that you want me to think?’ 

‘Are you really serious about wanting me to fly to Nigeria?’ Donna asked 
sobbingly. 

‘I’m sorry if this presents a problem for you,’ said Dr. Darago in a sympathetic 
voice. ‘Isn’t it natural for me to want to meet you?’ He asked. 

‘It may be, but...’ 

‘But what?’ 

‘It is not appropriate.’ 

‘IT see...erh...are you scared?’ 

‘I guess so.’ 

“There is no need to be...no harm will come to you.’ 

‘How do I know that?’ 

‘,..Because deep inside, you trust me but are perhaps afraid to admit it.’ 


There was a long silence. Wondering if she was still on the line he asked, ‘are 
you there?’ 

‘Yes, ’m,’ Donna said faintly, trying to decide if she should allow herself to 
be swayed by Dr. Darago whose voice was quite persuasive and almost wooing her to 
take a chance. 


Naturally, Donna was apprehensive about travelling to Nigeria—thousands of 
miles away from Jeff, but her anxiety was not more than her sense of completing her 
transaction successfully. The unexpected request was not part of her plan and needed 
to help her partner; Donna had wanted so badly to save Jeffs life, and her 
arrangement with Dr. Darago had made it possible for her to achieve that goal. Just 
one final payment to settle and one last dose of the drug would free Jeff's soul from 
the grip of the devil as she saw it. 

She would be able to leave behind the thought that her partner could drop dead 
any moment and get on with her life as it was before. Her friend, Elizabeth and her 
GP would have to raise their hat to her, for her being so brave, so daring and above all 
so willing to risk losing a fortune, let alone endangering her safety. 


Impulsively Donna asked Dr. Darago, ‘How soon do you want me there?’ 

“As soon as you can—you do know there is a requirement in the contract that 
you must complete payment on ten consecutive weeks—but as a gesture of good will 
I’m willing to extend the deadline by a few days. Do take note that there are certain 
provisions within British law about contracts. I await your itinerary so that I can make 
the necessary arrangements.’ 

“What arrangements?’ Donna asked whilst she was thinking if she should 
decide to change her mind and make the trip. 

‘I need to get the legal release of the paperwork ready, a suitable hotel 
accommodation for you to stay and make sure I would be free to attend to you...’ 

‘How long would I need to stay in your country?’ 

‘It’s up to you. Nigeria is a beautiful country. However, for the purpose of 
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concluding business affairs, it should take no longer than an hour or there about.’ 
‘I will make sure to contact you to confirm my itinerary.’ 


As the call ended, Donna shook her head at the silliness of her intention—if 
she was indeed going to make the trip—suddenly she would be travelling to a country 
she has never been and worse still to meet with a man she had only talked to a few 
times on the phone. Some would say naive while others would describe her actions as 
sheer guts. If the whole thing were an elaborate hoax, she would sure look back on it 
and ridicule herself. 

Donna put aside whatever concern she had as she worked out the details of her 
trip—whether it was going to be a first class ticket or business—one day or 
more—and a plan on how she was going to reveal it to Jeff. 

A direct flight to Nigeria would take six hours 50 minutes. If she took the 
plane that evening she would arrive there the next day and planned to go straight to 
her hotel room and from there meet with Dr. Darago to conduct business. There 
would be no need for her to go to his office; the settlement of the final payment and 
signing off the release paperwork would be done at the hotel where she would be safe. 
She was determined to maintain control of the situation. 
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After relaying her itinerary to Dr. Darago, she waited until dinner was over to 
tell Jeff about the trip. Even then, she kept her explanation short and sweet, ignoring 
any questions and objections he had. 

Before talking to Jeff she had indulged herself with a glass of red wine—her 
favourite beverage—which usually armed her with courage. After dropping the 
bombshell, reassuring Jeff he had nothing to worry about, Donna took a cab to the 
airport, leaving the former in total confusion and disbelief. 


At 21:00 hrs that evening, Donna was at the airport with hours to spare, in 
spite of how bogged down the taxi was with traffic and road works. A faint headache 
hammered at her temple as she got out of the taxi. The driver took her straight to the 
proper counter where, after having placed her luggage on the scale, she presented her 
passport and e-ticket. She felt the anxiety of the unknown as she was checking in but 
the curiosity at the prospect of meeting Dr. Darago was just too great to allow her to 
be alarmed and the deference of the staff, upon realising she was a Business Class 
passenger was flattering and went a long way towards making her feel relaxed. 

Sitting in the departure lounge, she waited for the gate to open and for her to 
walk through the enclosed corridor to the plane. 

Before leaving for the airport, she had prepared a meal for Jeff but forgotten to 
tell him it was in the oven. A phone call would have been too distressing she figured, 
thus she resorted to sending him a quick SMS. 

After quite a while, it was time to board, which she did quickly, and put away 
her carry-on without making a fuss. The flight was overnight, and Donna looked 
forward to the complimentary cocktails and the fine meal that she knew she would be 
served, in addition to the comforts that came with her ticket—warm towels, slippers, a 
chair that allowed her to actually lay down fully. Donna had never made a flight to 
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Nigeria before, but had done trips abroad and knew a bit about the joys of flying. 
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Lagos, Nigeria 
24" August 
Sunday, 08:15 


Donna had dreamed of living life with a foreigner; in a foreign country 
learning another culture, but that heroic man of means never materialised and 
eventually she had settled down in her homeland, England. Making the trip was as if a 
secret desire that was never supposed to come about. She was about to rest her eyes 
when a flight attendant came to ask for her order for her dinner and accepted a glass 
of champagne as a welcome on board. The Business Class section became quiet as 
darkness fell. Some noises from babies crying were coming from the other section of 
the plane, but gradually all sounds died out as passengers began to fall asleep. She 
stretched out and fell into a deep sleep. 

On Sunday morning, fuelled by an excellent breakfast on board, Donna 
arrived at Murtala Muhammed International Airport—an international airport located 
in Ikeja, Lagos State, Nigeria, and is the major airport serving the entire state. She 
remembered clearly, what she needed to do. Dr. Darago had given her instructions on 
how to get from the airport to the hotel but had informed her that a chauffeur-driven 
limo will pick her up and take her there. 

After making her way through customs, the limo-driver waiting for her held 
up a sign with her name printed clearly on it. She introduced herself politely, and the 
man looked her up and down, smiled, and took her luggage from her with great 
courtesy. He guided her through the madness of the airport and out to the white shiny 
limo, and Donna breathed a sigh of relief as she entered in the back seat while her 
belongings were loaded in the boot. 


Chapter 9- the final payment 


24h August, 
Sunday, 08:15 


t first, Donna couldn’t quite believe she was actually in Nigeria. The hotel 
was nice and so was her room. She wanted to ring Jeff and tell him that she 
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had arrived safely, but then decided not to. She was surprised to see a bunch 
of fresh flowers with a card from Dr. Darago, welcoming her to Nigeria. Her plan was 
to give him the final payment, complete the necessaries and take the next plane back 
to England that very Sunday carrying with her the final dose of the drug for Jeff. 

Donna didn’t have to wait too long for Dr. Darago to arrive at her hotel. He 
was not at all, what she had expected—he was tall, muscular and _ athletic. 
Clean-shaven with short, dark hair curled close to his scalp, wore a tailored suit, and 
looked quite appealing, instead of the devilish scary looking attire she had imagined. 
Startled by how handsome he was, Donna felt an instant attraction to him—she 
blushed without being able to help it, pressing her lips together to keep from blurting 
out something stupid. 

Dr. Darago was looking at her with a smile on his face; lost in thought on how 
attractive and young Donna was. 

‘I hope you had a pleasant flight?’ Dr. Darago said, his accent educated and 
his voice soft—somehow making it to her ears in spite of the loud noise coming from 
the horns of taxis and cars outside. 

“Yes.” 

‘And your room, are you happy with it?’ 

‘It’s okay,’ Donna said still in a daze. She couldn’t quite hold her gaze on his 
eyes, even though Dr. Darago was making eye contact with her without any 
creepiness or aggression. 

‘I apologize for our drivers who, unlike British ones, have a tendency to over 
use their horn.’ 

‘A bit,’ she agreed with a faint smile. 


Dr. Darago nodded, his smile growing. ‘If you don’t mind, I’d love to take you 
to the bar downstairs and buy you a drink—maybe you would find it quieter there.’ 


Donna felt the blush spreading down onto her chest. Get it together, woman! 
She thought to herself firmly, giving herself a shake. Within a matter of moments, 
whatever nervousness she felt seemed to dissolve. 

‘It’s a bit early for drink. How about we get business done first, this way we 
both will have something to celebrate.’ 

‘As you wish,’ said Dr. Darago. 


They finished the formalities quicker than she had thought, and Dr. Darago 
suggested that they now go for that drink and she followed him downstairs. 
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In the restaurant, sitting at a table they began chatting, ordering their 
respective drinks via the waiter who had appeared very quickly. Donna was surprised 
at the alacrity of the service and wondered at it; but was soon too absorbed in her 
conversation with Dr. Darago to spend time working out what it might mean. 

Learning that Jeff—waiting for her in England—frequently came to Nigeria 
and was addicted to gambling came as a shock to her. On Jeff’s last visit, he owed the 
casino so much that they refused him access and threatened his life if he didn’t pay his 
debt. With his life threatened, the only way out was for him to borrow the money. 
Donna admitted that she was unaware of Jeff's gambling. By the time she had realised 
it they had been chatting for over two hours and she really needed to get ready to go 
to the airport. She had found herself well and thoroughly charmed by Dr. Darago. 

“You can’t be leaving so soon!’ Dr. Darago said with dismay, ‘at what time is 
your return flight?’ 

‘Nine o’clock tonight.’ 

‘Then there is no need to rush.’ 


He pointed out that since she had travelled such a long way it would be an 
opportunity missed for her to rush back and not experience what Nigeria had to offer 
tourists like her. Although she hadn’t really given much thought to that she could see 
the valid point her companion was making using all the pleasantries and charms he 
had mastered. His genuineness to make her visit memorable didn’t go unnoticed. 
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After they had a few drinks and lunch together, they drove into the 
countryside. Seated next to Dr. Darago in a 4x4 BMW was one exciting experience 
after another for Donna. In England nice as her countryside was, it was somewhat 
devoid of the kinds of features that Donna had really wanted to live through. There 
had been one weekend in Sherwood Forest, which had been thrilling, and a trip to 
Leeds castle, but no outings to places of interest as such and the weather was not 
always that nice. 

As the car plunged deeper into the countryside, Donna eagerly feasted her 
eyes on the landscape. Huge trees closed in the winding road; in different areas, the 
car came out on meadows, lush with grass and dotted with sheep. 

Donna was thrilled at the sight of the countryside in Nigeria. She thought that 
if she delayed her return to England, she would have the chance to visit other 
interesting parts of the country, for example all of the places that had particular 
cultural history. However, she decided she would first enjoy the countryside as much 
as she possibly could. 

She heard all about Dr. Darago’s life and his friends, their different economic 
backgrounds and why they’d chosen to refer to him as Dr. Darago instead of Dr D. 
Eath—his true name. She told him about her friends in the UK, the parties they had 
when she was at university. After glancing at her watch she realised it was getting late 
and said they needed to get back to the hotel. She explained that she couldn’t miss her 
plane because Jeff was waiting for her. 

‘Well, in that case,’ said Dr. Darago, ‘Ill take you back, but promise me you 
will come back so that I can show you all the beautiful places you haven’t been able 
to see.’ 
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Donna thanked him for the offer and, cheeks still burning with a pleased, 
flattered blush, they made their way to the hotel. 

When they got to the hotel, Donna resisted a full-blown kiss but settled for a 
small one on the cheek. 

Dr. Darago before parting company gave her an envelope but told her not to 
open it until she was back in England. 
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Kent, England 
25 August, 
Monday, 08:15 


‘Hello, honey, I’m back,’ Donna shouted as she approached the bedroom. 
Jeff was still in bed although it was his time to go to work. 
‘Aren’t you working today?’ Donna enquired. 
“Yes, going in later. How was your trip?’ 


Donna didn’t give a straight answer, in lieu, after getting rid of her skirt and 
top, crawled into bed saying, ‘I missed you.’ She started to kiss him and they finished 
off in the shower together. Half an hour later she served breakfast, making sure to 
administer the final dose. 
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When she met and got involved with Jeff she had thought—hoped—that the 
opportunity might arise for her to form a new, long-term relationship with a nice man 
who would charm and delight her. Instead, she was lonelier than ever, she was even 
unable to bring home her own friends to cheer her up. Added to that she had 
discovered that he was a gambler, who may or may not have learnt his lesson or if 
addicted would be unable to give up the habit. She was of course uninformed that Jeff 
was receiving hypnotherapy and the treatment was proving to be a success. Donna 
postulated that Jeff not knowing that his soul has been bought back, he may not care 
about changing his behaviour. 

The thought had made her wish that she could go back to her old life with her 
ex, which was financially stable, he was certainly not a gambler, and she had fulfilling 
social aspects, but that was not an option she wanted to entertain, however, meeting 
Dr. Darago had given her a new option. 

Just before saying goodbye to Dr. Darago, the latter had asked her how soon 
he could see her again, and Donna did not give a clear answer. The fly home gave her 
time to reflect, and she realised that it would probably not be the best move to tell Jeff 
that she had found someone who was interested in her. Should she decide to meet Dr. 
Darago again, she would have to make plans and if things turned out well between 
them, she could make the switch at the appropriate time. 

After Jeff had gone to work, Donna started to unpack her suitcase. Suddenly 
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she remembered the envelope Dr. Darago had given her, which she had placed in her 
vanity case. She opened the case and fished out the envelope. When she discovered 
that it contained the final payment she had given him, she was baffled. The 
accompanied note read, ‘I did say I may wave the last payment and I am happy to do 
so.’ If Donna was having reservations about meeting with Dr. Darago again, that 
settled it for her. No predatory man-on-the-make would have made such a gesture of 
waving the final payment, she concluded. 

Donna immediately called Dr. Darago to thank him for the waver and after 
talking for almost two hours, she invited him to London and he accepted. It was a 
better arrangement than her flying to him, as Jeff was beginning to suspect that 
something was going on. 

Dr. Darago did not lose any time booking a flight to London. He was to arrive 
on Wednesday evening. Donna was hopelessly restless as the date approached. She 
visited her favourite boutique, trying on different outfits, before deciding that she 
would go with something comfortable but also appealing to the eye. Her chosen dress 
was of purple colour, which harmonized well with her white skin, blonde hair and 
matching lipstick. 
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London, England 
27 August, 
Wednesday, 19:30 


London was thirty miles away from her home and she wanted to be on 
time—she hated being late, even for an informal meeting. When Dr. Darago saw 
Donna sitting in the lounge of the Ritz hotel, he came closer. His reaction gratified 
her, his eyes widening and his smile scattered across his face. He hugged her quickly 
but tightly and kissed her on both cheeks. 

“You look sensational, Ms. Rees!’ he said, and he confidently took her by the 
hand and guided her away from the hotel. 

‘Where are we going?’ Donna asked. Her heart was pounding in excitement, 
her attraction towards Dr. Darago even stronger than she would have thought 
possible. He smelled good, she thought, as they walked quickly to a rented car. 


Dr. Darago knew that Donna enjoyed going to the theatre. He took her to the 
London Palladium to watch a production of a play, From Here to Eternity. He 
recalled Donna telling him how much she enjoyed the film version. Donna was 
touched that he had paid close enough attention to what she had told him on their first 
meeting to remember that fact, buried among so many other titbits. 

After the play, Dr. Darago took her back to the Ritz for a late dinner, brushing 
aside her instinctive wish to pay. 

‘I know you feel I am your guest and want to play host,’ he said with a little 
grin, raising an eyebrow at her insistence. 

‘But next time it will be my turn,’ Donna affirmed. 


Dr. Darago was delighted that there was going to be a next time and gave in, 
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unable to resist her charm and the heart-stirring smile she turned on him. When dinner 
was over, they found that neither of them wanted the evening to end. She knew Jeff 
would be wondering where she was—she didn’t want to give him cause for concern. 
Now that the meal was over, the drinks consumed, Dr. Darago didn’t want Donna to 
leave. As she was bidding him good evening by planting a kiss on his cheek, he pulled 
her close to him and Donna’s instinct to free herself started to rise up until he let go of 
her waist, giving her space. 

‘Sorry,’ he murmured. ‘I didn’t mean to ambush you, but I wanted to 
exchange an affectionate kiss with you.’ 

Donna took a deep breath to suppress the panicked pounding of her heart and 
nodded. ‘Okay. I accept your explanation, but I do not want to rush things?’ 


Dr. Darago closed the distance between them slightly, resting his hands gently 
on her waist. Donna could smell his cologne once more, the clean and woody 
scent—not overpowering, merely complementing his natural smell—and she felt her 
throat go dry with excitement, her body heating up with lust that she was fighting hard 
to suppress. 

‘I don’t want to impose on you, or be too forward,’ Dr. Darago said quietly 
and slowly, leaning in closer. Donna’s skin quivered with anticipation. “But I was 
wondering if you would like to come upstairs to my room? If not, don’t feel 
pressured—I’II let you go home, and maybe next time...’ 

Donna chuckled. ‘How do you know there will be another date?’ she asked 
him playfully. 

Dr. Darago brushed against her. “I can’t be the only one who feels the 
magnetism every time we come to each other,’ he said, his voice dropping even lower 
than before, his lips only inches away from her ear. ‘Besides you did say you would 
pay next time we meet. Did I misunderstand?’ 


Donna shook her head, breathless with desire, unable to speak for the lust that 
was flooding her brain. Dr. Darago’s hands moved to her waist, caressing her gently 
and Donna fought the urge to push herself against him. Dr. Darago brought his lips 
against hers, kissing her deeply, his tongue probing her mouth, his hands remaining 
tightly at her waist, teasing her through the fabric of her clothes but not moving to 
grope or molest her. As the kiss deepened, Donna could feel his body was tense 
underneath her hands, his broad shoulders tight, and his hands shaking slightly. 

Donna broke away from his lips, breathless for the moment and needed to 
decide that she was definitely going home. 

‘Okay, I must go,” she said, her head spinning and her body on fire. ‘We will 
meet again.’ 

Dr. Darago chuckled lowly. 2 


Chapter 10- what the eyes doesn 'tsee... 


Kent, England 
27 August, 
Wednesday, 23:10 


onscious that it was well past nine o’clock, Jeff would definitely have 

era returned from work and wondered where she was. Therefore, Donna 
rushed home as quickly as her car would take her. 

During her long drive home, her body was still pulsing with desire, her mind unable 

to think of anything but Dr. Darago. She couldn’t believe she managed to resist the 

temptation of going to his room and getting into bed with him, naked, feeling him 

pressed against her, and reaching the ultimate pleasure in his arms. 

She was barely paying attention to the road when a deer suddenly appeared in 
front of her causing her to slam on the brake and just managed to stop the car 
avoiding a nasty accident, which could have proven fatal. 

After recovering from the shock, Donna restarted the car, but it would not fire. 
She tried repeatedly, each time getting more nervous. She got out of the car, opened 
the bonnet, and fiddled with the leads, not really knowing what she was doing. The 
time she spent trying to work out why the car was not starting had given the car 
engine time to settle down. When she got in the driver’s seat she said a prayer before 
trying the ignition again. A sudden burst of laughter shook her entire body, when the 
car started. She was once again on her way home. She concentrated on her driving 
and got to her destination safely. After parking the car in the garage, she made her 
way to her house, and if pushed, she was ready to tell Jeff the truth as to where she 
had been. She propelled herself to the front door so quickly that she nearly slipped 
and fell. Her shoes clattered against the marble floors. She climbed the stairs in an 
instant, and opened the bedroom door expecting to find Jeff in bed waiting for her. 
Surprisingly, the bed was empty and still made. A green light flashing on the answer 
machine prompted her to run through the calls, and she found a message from Jeff 
telling her that he will be late. She sat down on the edge of the bed and laughed 
herself silly, thinking that all her rushing turned out to be unnecessary. 
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London, England 
28 August, 
Thursday, 10:20 


For the next few days, Donna managed to keep up her deceptiveness, meeting 
Dr. Darago, wandering to different parts of London, and then going back to his hotel 
room afterwards. 

On her fifth and final meeting before Dr. Darago was preparing to return to 
Nigeria, she decided to let her feelings dictate her every action. Pinning her against 
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the bedroom wall and kissing her hungrily, Dr. Darago’s hands had lost some of the 
respectful restraint as they surveyed her curves. Their hips pressed up against each 
other, and Donna could feel the excitement growing. Dr. Darago picked her up, 
wrapping her legs around his waist and while still kissing her, he carried and dropped 
her carefully onto the bed and covered her body with his own. Donna was on fire 
from head to toe, her hands wandering over Dr. Darago’s shoulders and back, her 
heart pounding from the lust he had inspired in her. They made quick work of their 
clothes as they explored each other’s body. 

He ran his fingers all over her, caressing, kneading, and delighting her with the 
velvety softness of his skin, the ruffling hair on his chest, the heat of his body against 
hers as they both finished stripping the other down to nothing. 

As soon as they were naked, Dr. Darago teased Donna incessantly, his hands 
dancing over her body, his lips trailing along her neck, down to her breasts and back 
up to her lips, claiming her perky nipples with his mouth, each one in turn. 

Donna had never been as incredibly aroused in her life as she was with Dr. 
Darago as his fingers played at her pleasure centre, his teeth, lips and tongue finding 
areas that sent an erotic shiver through her body. When it was over, he soothed her 
with his touches, murmuring to her how beautiful she was, how much he had wanted 
her from the moment he’d met her. 
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She woke up slowly in his arms, turned around to face him, and grinned as it 
dawn on her that she had slept through the night with Dr. Darago! 
‘Good morning,’ Dr. Darago murmured, brushing his lips against her temple. 


No matter what else happened, Donna thought idly and rated him as one of the 
best men she had ever been to bed with—not that the list was terribly long. 

‘I am so glad I made the long journey to London,’ Dr. Darago said, a smile 
curving his lips. 

Donna laughed. ‘You’re glad? I feel over the moon!’ 

‘I need to get to the airport before I miss my plane.’ 

“That would be nice,’ Donna said with a cheeky grin. 

“Would it now... what about Jeff?’ 

‘I don’t have to worry about him anymore, he got his soul back,’ she said with 
a grin, ‘it is time he took care of himself.’ 

‘Did he ever really lose it, his soul I mean?’ Dr. Darago questioned flippantly. 

“What do you mean by that?’ Donna frowned. 

‘Have a think.’ 

‘No. Please tell me.’ 

‘Sorry my dear, no time to explain, must go.’ 
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During all the time Donna spent with Dr. Darago, he didn’t seem to be very 
ready to talk about his own work or family and he kept to topics like: literature, 
movies and theatre. For him to have loaned Jeff the money so that the latter could 
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settle his gambling debt, he must have money in the bank. Maybe he came into an 
inheritance of some sort! She wouldn’t be surprised at all if she eventually came to 
discover he was the son of a billionaire or maybe even that of a tribal king. 

Donna found that her plan had evolved rapidly; at first, she was just going to 
meet with Dr. Darago and spend a few pleasant hours in London with him, making 
him feel welcome just as he had done when she was in his country. Now, if she 
should decide to leave Jeff and go with Dr. Darago, she would have to go and live in 
Nigeria. The little that she had seen of the country she was impressed. With all her 
wealth, it was sure she would be able to carve a nice life, realise her dream of living in 
a new country, learning new cultures, and be with a man who knew how to excite and 
please her. She didn’t want to be too ahead of herself though because although they 
may have enjoyed making love it did not necessarily translate that Dr. Darago would 
want to pursue a long term relationship with her. For all she knew he might already 
have someone tucked away somewhere and she was just a bit on the side, a conquest 
to add to a long list of conquests. 

The drive back to Kent was a difficult journey. Her heart was wavering, 
emotions unsettled. The very relationship she set out to rescue was suddenly in danger 
of falling apart. She had some serious thinking to do. Ending one relationship only to 
make way for another is always stressful but it happens. 
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As for Dr. Darago, he was thrilled at the sight of London—as he had been on 
the other occasions he had come into the city. However, the days he spent in that 
extensive, chaotic metropolis in the company of Donna were the most pleasing, he 
thought. Discovering that Donna seemed interested in getting to know him better was 
quite encouraging. He was happy to let her guide him by her attentions given that she 
had the kinds of things he has always wanted—beauty, sex appeal and of course 
money. Seeing that his plan was coming together neatly, he did everything he could to 
encourage their newly found relationship and allowed it to grow. 

Just before boarding his plane, he sent a text to Donna, thanking her for her 
pleasant and loving company, and she responded likewise and wished him once again 
a bon voyage. Secretly she would have liked to be with him. Suddenly, life without 
him was beginning to be difficult. 
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Kent, England 
1st September, 
Monday, 10:00 


Donna was surprised to receive a visit from her friend Elizabeth who had been 
worried about her since their last chat, which ended rather badly. Whilst, she regretted 
they shared different feelings about Dr. Darago, she wanted to follow her own ideas, 
her heart to be precise. 

‘I’m surprised to see you here,’ Donna said, sitting down. 
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Elizabeth smiled anxiously, shuffling about, crossing and uncrossing her legs 
several times, searching for a comfortable position. 

‘I felt that it would be best to talk to you about your situation in person,’ she 
said. ‘As I’m sure you’re aware, there are lots of nasty people in this world and many 
rich individuals like you have been swindled. Youread about it all the time.’ 


Donna nodded; she had known in passing that a few rich lonely women have 
been conned, but, after Elizabeth’s comments on Dr. Darago, she did not place him in 
the category of “swindlers beware”, especially after the lovely time she’d recently 
spent with him which she happily shared with her friend. 

‘I am not an expert in these matters, but swindlers are very meticulous, they 
tend to take their time, and go to elaborate length lulling their victims into a false 
sense of security before going for the jugular.’ 


Donna grinned. Unknowingly, she was in too deep to see the woods from the 
trees. Her emotions were high and her mind was clouded. Dismissing what Elizabeth 
was saying had become an automatic act as opposed to a reasoned rejection. As it 
was, for the moment she was sticking with her feelings, ignoring any danger that may 
be headed her way. « 


Chapter 11- time for a change 


Kent, England 
24 September, 
Tuesday, 08:30 


he house phone rang and Jeff picked up the receiver. 
‘Jeff Larson, here!’ 


‘Oh, Mr. Larson, I’m so glad I caught you. This is Doctor Blunt.’ 
‘Hello Doctor.’ 
‘Can you come to my surgery in the next half an hour?’ 
‘Erhm I was about to leave for work...’ 
‘It’s rather urgent.’ 
‘Erhm...Okay.’ 
‘Good. Ill see you soon.’ 


The line went dead. Jeff had been waiting for the results of his physical and 
blood tests for a while. He was worried that it was bad news because if it wasn’t 
Doctor Blunt would have surely told him the results on the phone, he reasoned. As it 
was only a fifteen-minute walk to the surgery, he decided to walk. When he got there, 
the receptionist recognised him immediately. 

‘Ah, Mr. Larson, Doctor Blunt is waiting for you. Please go straight to 
Consultation Room 4.’ 


Jeff walked through a passage to get to Room 4 and saw the door was partially 
ajar. He knocked once and a voice told him to come in. 

‘Ah, Mr. Larson, please take a seat,’ said Doctor Blunt, pointing to an empty 
chair. 

When he noticed Jeff's worried face, he said, ‘No need to worry Mr. Larson, I 
have good news for you.’ 

“Oh! I was sure...’ 

‘I know, I know, you thought I had bad news for you. Three weeks ago, I 
nearly thought that too, but I can tell you that you passed your physical examination 
and all your blood tests came good but one. However, after I asked the lab to double 
check it, they corrected their mistake and everything is fine.’ 

‘Did you say mistake? What kind of mistake?’ 

‘Well a technician analysed the wrong sample,’ said Dr. Blunt and he quickly 
glossed over it adding, “but it’s all corrected now and I am glad to tell you that you 
are in excellent condition.’ 

‘T hope this technician, whoever he is has been admonished.’ 

Dr. Blunt with his arms resting on the desk he leant forward and whispered, 
‘Act—actually it was a young woman—a new recruit.’ 

‘All the same... Any way I am glad, too, I am all clear. Donna would be able 
to rest her mind.’ 

“Yes, yes, yes, you are quite right. Donna was very concerned about you.’ 

‘She is a very caring woman, you know. I don’t know what I would do 
without her.’ 
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“You are very lucky to have such a woman in your life. You look after 
her...Erhm...you have been together for a while, why haven’t you married her yet?’ 

‘Good question. If it was just up to me, I would have already made an honest 
woman of her.’ 

‘Maybe the good news you are carrying to her will do the trick.’ 

‘Anything that would help her feel secure with me will do.’ 

‘Oh, I have another patient waiting...’ 


Dr. Blunt got up and after they shook hands, Jeff left the surgery feeling on 
top of the world and he couldn’t wait to get home so that he could tell Donna the good 
news. Maybe that would make her want to tie the knot, he wished. 
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Before Jeff had left the house to go to the surgery, he had noticed Donna was 
unusually jumpy. On his return after seeing the doctor he was sure the good news he 
was bringing about his health and the success of his therapy that had curbed his urge 
for gambling would calm her down and cause any issues that might have been 
bothering her to disappear. 

As he entered the house, the cuckoo clock cooed twelve times and seconds 
later he saw Donna with her handbag around her left wrist, wheeling a suitcase 
towards the front door. 

“Where are you going?’ Jeff asked. He was so shocked that he could barely 
utter the words. 

Donna looked at him contemptibly and said, ‘I can’t spend the rest of my life 
with a gambler. I am off,’ expecting him to ask where to, but when he simply lowered 
his eyes, she was lost for words. 


Incensed by his action or lack of it, Donna turned her back to him and walked 
out of the door. Jeff found his voice and called her name. 

‘Donna wait, I—I got good news...’ 

Donna cut in without even looking at him and said, ‘I know you got your soul 
back,’ proceeded to enter the taxi and closed the door. 

‘But I never...’ Jeff was about to say that he never lost it in the first place. 


Alas, it was too late, the taxi had moved off. Donna had left... She’d left for 
that Dr. Darago, and all the time Jeff thought that he and Donna were the happiest 
couple alive since they got together and waiting impatiently for her to say yes to 
marriage. Angry with Donna’s departure, he hit the kitchen top with his fist so hard 
that he nearly injured his wrist. He had never felt so enraged. He entered the bedroom 
and his eyes caught a picture of him and Donna in a frame resting on the bedside 
table. He held it with both hands and shook his head. Frustrated with the situation he 
threw the frame on the bed. He turned round and he found resting on the dresser a 
hand written note from Donna, which explained her reason for leaving and where she 
was going. He screwed up the paper and slung it at the window. A relationship that he 
thought was solid as a rock, had suddenly crumbled down leaving him dumbfounded 
and desolate. A love he thought was going to last forever had dissipated, vanished and 
abandoned him. He had lost a bet he never really entered into; he had lost his girl 
friend to a man he thought couldn’t get at her. The only thing he was left with was his 


violated pride. What a sad state of affairs for one to have to deal with! His legs gave 
in underneath him and slumped to the floor, back against the wall, he was in a sorry 
state. It was a tough lesson for him to learn that ‘every secret has an expiration date.’ 

To drown his sorrow, he ran downstairs, took a bottle of beer from the fridge, 
and took several mouthfuls, one after another. He opened another bottle, then another, 
and another until finally, he drooped down, resting his body on the floor and closed 
his eyes. Minutes later, the house phone rang and rang and when he didn’t pick up the 
receiver, the answer machine kicked in. 

‘Donna, it is Elizabeth. Can you please call me back? Thanks.’ 


Hours later Jeff woke up, and noticed a red light on the answer machine was 
flashing. He pressed the Play button and heard Elizabeth’s recorded message and he 
called her back. 

‘Donna would not be returning your call,’ Jeff said, ‘she is gone.’ 

‘Gone, gone where?’ 

‘Just gone.’ 

‘Did you two quarrel?’ 


Jeff could not find the energy and inclination to continue the conversation and 
ended the call, leaving Elizabeth stunned. The latter called Donna on her mobile. 
When Donna saw the caller ID, she did not answer. 

Jeff called Mr. Latterman’s secretary, Sophia, to let her know he would not be 
in for a few days as he was not feeling well. 
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Chapter 12- welcome to the Garden of Eden 


Lagos, Nigeria 
3" September, 
Wednesday, 07:30 


@ac Donna had arrived in Lagos, she found Dr. Darago waiting to 
welcome her. 

‘I didn’t think you would do it, but I am glad you have,’ Dr. Darago 
said, as they hugged each other. ‘Ill take good care of you.’ 


His assurance went a long way to dispersing any uncertainty Donna had and 
filled her instead with unexpected joy. Dr. Darago wasted no time driving Donna to 
Obudu Mountain Resort where he lived. The journey took just half an hour. When 
she saw his residence, she couldn’t quite believe what a huge place it was. In fact, it 
was one of Africa’s finest, most interesting and spectacular sites that had increasingly 
become popular amongst tourists from all around Nigeria and Africa as a whole. The 
property was of course, much bigger than her own mansion she had left behind in 
England, and very secluded. It had an imposing wrought iron gate with a bespoke 
CCTV surveillance system. An arch over the gate encased a sign, which read: 
Garden of Eden, written in gold letters. On approaching the house itself, she noticed 
the front of the property had a smooth, gravelled drive which tended to whisper and 
crackle under the wheels of the car. Right in the centre there stood a manicured lawn 
and a fountain, with dancing sculpted nymphs splashing water into the pool below. 

Donna looking at the house from the outside was impressed by the extensive 
landscape, the well-maintained and well-manicured orchards. The orchards were not 
abundant with fruit yet, but surprisingly there was a clear attempt to produce 
temperate climate fruits, such as apples, strawberries and raspberries, and a few plum 
trees, all of which promised to give plenty of fruit later in the season. The two things 
notably missing were the tree of knowledge and a serpent. 

Donna immediately thought it must required at least two or three staff of some 
kind to keep things running, and she was delighted to learn later there were the three 
Ms—Minika, Muma and Morayo. 

On reaching the front door, Minika greeted her with a smile—a woman with 
sharp features, slim, dressed plainly in a kind of casual uniform. Donna smiled back. 

‘Ms. Rees?’ 

‘Yes, that’s me,’ Donna said, extending her hand. The woman shook it, her 
smile spreading across her face. 

‘I am Minika, the head housekeeper,’ the woman said, ‘Ill take you around 
the house and introduce you to the rest of the staff.’ 


Dr. Darago gave Donna a kiss and left her in the capable hands of Minika. 
Donna took the tour of the house bemused, by what she saw. The art, the rooms, loads 
of them, each tastefully furnished and decorated. As she moved around from room to 
room, she looked around, and ran her fingers over everything. It was looking like a 
home out of a magic book—a place for a noblewoman or man to live. 

Minika introduced Donna to the other two members of the staff as they made 
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their way through the house. She pointed out that the two staff lived in quarters 
attached to the property, but away from the main house. Only she lived in the house 
proper, away from the part of the building that Donna was likely to keep to but if she 
needed more privacy, Minika had revealed she was happy to vacate her room and 
move to a different part of the mansion. 

When they finally came to the master bedroom, it left Donna speechless. 
Everything was huge. The bed was huge, with four stout posts at each corner, 
perfectly made with what looked like very high quality linens. A thick creamy white 
rug covered the wood floor, and a fireplace dominated one of the walls. The walls 
covered with a restful pale blue paint graced two rare paintings by Monet. The 
dresser was a huge antique piece of furniture crafted from solid ebony, and the walk- 
in wardrobe was bare of clothes—tready for Donna to put her personal clothing. 

Donna, feeling overwhelmed, just sat herself on the edge of the bed, told 
Minika to let her be as she slowly allowed her body to fall backward, and quickly 
slipped into a reverie. 
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A month later, Donna discovered she was pregnant and twenty-four weeks 
later, much to the delight of Dr. Darago, the bulge started to show. 

As he rubbed his hand gently over her belly, he said with a touch of doubt, ‘I 
hope it is mine.’ 

‘It is yours,’ Donna reassured him, ‘erh...can we stop talking about him?’ 

‘Okay...I don’t want to remember him either,’ and they smiled at each other 
and shared a kiss. 

‘Tf it is a boy I would like him to be called Ahriman.’ 

‘Really? Donna didn’t appear to like that name very much, but didn’t voice 
her disapproval.’ 

‘I think our child needs to have a proper father,’ Dr. Darago said. 

“What do you mean,’ Donna asked with a frown. 

‘I mean we should get married before the baby is born... erh... you do want to 
get married, don’t you?’ 

‘It’s a dying institution.’ 

‘Not in my book. Call me old fashion if you like, as far as I am concerned us 
being married is the best gift we can give to our child.’ 

‘T’ll think about it,’ said Donna. 


Having had one failed marriage she was not keen to enter into another one. 
She had lived with Jeff without the need to be married so failed to see why she 
couldn't do the same with Dr. Darago. The fact that without the benefit of marriage 
her child would be illegitimate did not bother her as much as it apparently bothered 
Dr. Darago. As far as she was concerned, legal matrimony was not the only way to 
commit her life to another person, not to mention that the institution of marriage was 
fast becoming outdated. Her telling Dr. Darago she would think about getting married 
was her way of kicking the ball into the long grass. 
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Soon after, Jeff learnt of Donna’s pregnancy, and how happy his ex-girlfriend 
and Dr. Darago were together. Whilst he continued to languish over his loss, he had 
begun to drink in an attempt to drown his sorrows. He had lost everything, his 
beautiful woman...his happiness...his future... his everything, all because of his 
gambling and now drink had become his only companion. 
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It took Donna more than a week to explore the grounds of her new home. She 
had worked her way around her extensive property slowly, picking one new feature to 
look at every day. She investigated her own orchards, and because of her pregnancy, 
she managed to resist the temptation of climbing up into a high apple tree and pluck 
the first ripe one she had seen. Then she spotted Morayo, the gardener, approaching 
who got the apple for her. The reddish-purple fruit was warm from the sun, and 
Donna couldn't be bothered to wash it before sinking her teeth into it and took a bite. 
As she did so, for a moment she thought she saw a serpent hissing at her and got 
herself into a panic. After clearing her head she laughed at herself for thinking she 
might have unknowingly eaten the forbidden apple. Could she? 

Slowly she became accustomed to her new home and Dr. Darago heard that 
she had invited her friend, Elizabeth, to come and spend two weeks with her. He was 
not amused, as he had never liked her. 
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Elizabeth on the other hand was slightly surprised when she received the 
invitation from Donna after all the negative things she had said about Dr. Darago, and 
Donna leaving without even saying goodbye to her. Having never been to Nigeria, 
accepting the invitation was a chance for her to discover this African country, 
particularly when she didn’t even have to worry about affording the fare since Donna 
had agreed to take care of that. 


Lagos, Nigeria 
4th October, 
Saturday, 06:30 


When Elizabeth had arrived at the airport in the early hours of the morning, 
she had expected Donna to be there to collect her but instead she found a car waiting 
to take her to the Garden of Eden. Suspicious of a possible kidnapping, she placed a 
call to Donna. The latter confirmed that she would be safe with Morayo as he was an 
employee of hers. Reassured of her safety she returned to the waiting car. 

“What’s your name?’ She asked the driver, her being doubly cautious. 

‘Morayo, ma’am.’ 
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‘Okay Morayo, let’s go.’ 


Elizabeth sat in the backseat and enjoyed the ride. An hour later, the car went 
through the gate of the Garden of Eden and Elizabeth was gobsmacked at the vastness 
of the property. Donna looking through her upstairs window, saw the car approaching, 
made her way downstairs and by the time she had opened the door to welcome her 
friend, Elizabeth was already standing at the doorstep. 

After hugging each other, she let Elizabeth in and the latter loved what she 
saw and wanted to see more. Donna led her around the house, taking her from room to 
room. Elizabeth was envious. Noticing Donna expecting was a big surprise, which 
prompted her to ask the obvious question. 

“When is the baby due?’ 

‘Not for a while yet, seven months to be exact.’ Donna revealed. 

‘Seven months,’ Elizabeth echoed, hardly able to believe her ears. ‘It is 
unusual to show a bump until twelve weeks or there about... certainly not one as big 
as yours.’ After the initial shock she added with a chuckle, ‘are you sure you are not 
going to be giving birth to a horse?’ 

Donna couldn’t help chuckling too. ‘I do look rather big, don’t I? I hope you 
are not right in your analysis, how awful that would be?’ 

Elizabeth adjusted her position. ‘Any particular preference?’ she asked. 

‘Erh...I don’t mind as long as it is healthy.’ 

‘Nice attitude...erh... can I ask if you are registered under a doctor, yet?’ 

“Yes. Dr. Bafana is a close friend of Drago. Why you asked?’ 

With a frown, ‘Who is Drago?’ 

‘Dr. Darago’s first name... you see his name is really Dr. Darago Eath. ’ 

‘Ah ha... Erm... has this Dr. Bafana checked you over?’ 

“Yes. He is not concerned at the speed the baby is growing.’ 

‘I see... Oh how I wish you were in England being cared by our unbeatable 
NHS (National Health Service).’ 

‘Stop being so patriotic, besides I trust Drago is going to make sure I am well 
looked after. From what I know, private healthcare here in Nigeria looks good.’# 
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After a shower, Elizabeth was sitting in a quiet room, when Donna walked in. 
The former was shuffling a pack of tarot cards. 
‘Oh, I never knew you read tarot cards?’ said Donna, with a dropped jaw. 


Elizabeth finished the shuffling; spread the cards on the coffee table and said 
to Donna, ‘Pick three cards and place them face down on the coffee table.’ 


Donna didn’t particularly want to have her future told, but went along for a bit 
of fun. She hesitantly chose three cards. Elizabeth immediately explained that the first 
card is usually about the PAST, the second about the PRESENT and the third about 
the FUTURE. 

‘So let’s see what we’ve got,’ said Elizabeth and let’s start with the middle 
one shall we, and swiftly turned over card number two. “Ah ha, this is the reversed 
Judgment card which shows where you are now. Presently, you are experiencing 
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some self-doubt. Aspects of your life feel out of your control, resulting in 
self-criticisms.’ 

Donna nodded in agreement. 

Elizabeth advised, ‘Try not to be too hard on yourself, you made a decision to 
come to Nigeria, now you need to work hard at your newly found relationship.’ 

‘T am.’ 

‘Good.’ 


Elizabeth then turned the first card, which was the eight of Cups and 
promptly clarified, ‘this card suggests that recently you realised your previous 
relationship left you unfulfilled, emotionally exhausted... The card actually reveals 
that you’ve mastered the courage to move on despite the pain of leaving. That is 
something to be proud of!’ After taking in a deep breath, “however, the downside is 
that even though you’ve moved on, you don't appear to have a clear idea where you 
are moving to. This lack of long-term vision is leaving your energies and efforts 
scattered.’ She took a quick glance at Donna and then added, ‘It is time you set a 
clear list of priorities for yourself to avoid investing in efforts that ultimately don’t 
help you at all... Sometimes that means breaking off a commitment that no longer 
serves you.’ 


Donna went into pensive mode but Elizabeth quickly brought her back into 
the listening mode. ‘Now I wonder what the third card says,’ said Elizabeth and she 
asked Donna if she would care to turn it over. 

“Yes please,’ and as soon as she saw the face of the card, she covered her 
mouth with her hand. It was the seven of Swords, which immediately horrified her. 

Elizabeth quickly said, ‘This card shows future influences. It is often 
associated with betrayal and deception...’ and she stopped abruptly, refusing to 
continue. On insistence of Donna, Elizabeth instead of telling her friend the full 
revelation of the seven of swords she cleverly finished the reading with a recap. 
“What the cards you’ve selected seem to be telling you, Donna, is that you have 
moved on to what you believe is a more fulfilling relationship. You’ve been inspired 
in some way, and you now need to let go of unhelpful anxieties and self-criticisms 
that are preventing you from being happy, but be prepared to meet the challenges that 
lie ahead...Erm...’ she cleared her throat and then concluded, ‘I hope this reading 
has been helpful! I know it may be a lot to take in, just do your best.’ 
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Later that Saturday, close to nine o’clock Dr. Darago came home. He saw 
Elizabeth sitting on the settee supported by a number of cushions and in her hands a 
set of Tarot cards. The moment he’d set eyes on her he felt uneasy. There was 
something about her that made him sensed trouble but could not quite work out what 
it was. He could not understand what had provoked in him such an instant dislike. 
Was it her curved nose combined with her hair style which made her looked like a 
witch? He wondered, or perhaps the fact that she was the daughter of a gypsy family! 
Anyway, personal prejudice aside, he fought hard to keep his negative feelings under 
control and acted civil. 

‘Oh, you must be Ms. Fish, Good evening.’ 

‘Good evening... Dr. Darago I presume?’ 


They shook hands. Dr. Darago passed his tongue over his dried lips. ‘I hope 
your journey here was not too tiresome?’ 

‘Tiresome?’ Elizabeth parroted, ‘not at all. It was a pleasant flight and the 
drive to your beautiful home was equally agreeable.’ 

‘Nice to hear... do enjoy your stay with us...Erhm...how many days will you 
be here?’ 

‘Donna asked me to come for fourteen days but I could only manage ten... 
That’s not too long I hope?’ 

‘Of course not,’ Dr. Darago said with a grin covering his lie. ‘Sai anjima, Ms 
Fish,’ he said in Hausa, as he made his way upstairs to his study. 

‘See you later, Elizabeth echoed in English. 
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Dr. Darago entered his study. After locking the door behind him and switched 
on the Surveillance monitor, he played back the recording for the day and was not 
amused at what he saw. He did not appreciate the tarot cards reading Elizabeth did on 
Donna. The idea that she might have given Donna a false reading disturbed him 
immensely, particularly Elizabeth’s application of meaning to the third card. His 
disdain for practitioners who use tarot cards purportedly to gain insight into the past, 
present or future was awakened. For him at best it gives people false hope and at 
worst it leaves them feeling unnecessarily disturbed. 

Ten days of Elizabeth instead of fourteen was still too much for Dr. Darago to 
tolerate but what could he do to shorten her stay? It did not take him long to come up 
with a plan. 
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The next day Dr. Darago, Donna and Elizabeth were having dinner at the Sky 
Restaurant—the highest in the city of Lagos with a picturesque view of both the city 
and the Atlantic Ocean. It had a wow factor that was hard to dispute offering a variety 
of Asian, English and Italian cuisine. When they had arrived, though the restaurant 
was crowded and noisy, the atmosphere was festive. The manager, a friend of Dr. 
Darago, made sure he and his two companions were given the best table. 

Dr. Darago summoned the waiter. 

‘Bring us a bottle of your best champagne.’ 

“Yes, Sir,’ the waiter replied and a few minutes later he returned, filled three 
glasses then rested the bottle in the bucket of ice. 

‘A toast to you two beautiful ladies,’ Dr. Darago said as he raised his glass and 
took a large mouthful. ‘Delicious,’ he said to the ladies who were eyeing him and 
swiftly they followed. 

Dinner was served with a starter followed by the main course. They dined 
lavishly. The caviar and oysters were washed down with a very dry white wine from 
the Burgundy region of central France. The roast venison with new potatoes was 
cooked to perfection and served with red Claret. They ate as if there was no 
tomorrow. Everyone skipped the dessert. 
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Whilst waiting for the coffee to arrive, the ladies left the table to visit the 
powder room. Meanwhile, Dr. Darago spiked Elizabeth’s drink. On their returned the 
ladies had decided to swap seat. Donna proceeded to pick up the cup of coffee (which 
was meant for her friend) and carried it to her mouth. Hurriedly, Dr. Darago knocked 
her cup over and apologised immediately for his clumsiness. 

‘Donna, darling I am so sorry,’ Dr. Darago said, “let me order you another 
one.’ On that note he summoned the waiter. “Can you bring another cup of coffee, 
please?’ he said. 

The waiter replied in the affirmative. 


Minutes later, Dr. Darago settled the bill. All three of them stood up and 
moved out into the cool October night, walking unsteadily to the car where Morayo 
was sitting in the driving seat. 


In the car, Elizabeth said, ‘that was the most delightful evening. Pity your 
dress got spoiled Donna.’ 
‘No big deal, I’ll buy her another one,’ Dr. Darago intervened promptly. 


They sat in silence as Morayo drove them home. Elizabeth was not convinced 
that the coffee accident in the restaurant was indeed an accident. Dr. Darago noticed 
that Elizabeth was looking rather pink and uneasy. 

‘Are you okay, Elizabeth?’ Dr. Darago asked. 

‘I think I have over-eaten.’ 


As his Plan A had failed, Dr. Darago decided to switch to Plan B. 

‘A little Cognac will do no harm.’ 

Not realising that Dr. Darago had a flask on him, Elizabeth said, ‘that will sure 
help to ease my discomfort.’ 


To Elizabeth’s surprised Dr. Darago immediately brought out a flask from the 
inside pocket of his jacket and passed it on to her. The latter fumbled with the cap, 
then as she was about to take a mouthful she changed her mind. ‘I better not,’ she 
said. 

‘Go on. It will do you good.’ 

‘No.’ 

“Yes, just take a little bit,’ Dr. Darago insisted. 

‘No,’ Elizabeth stated firmly. 

‘I’m just trying to help.’ 


But Elizabeth was not to be persuaded. She looked at Dr. Darago as though 
she suspected he was playing a tasteless, cunning trick on her. Accepting there was no 
point in pushing Dr. Darago took back the flask. He quietly accepted that his Plan B 
had also failed. However, he was a firm believer in the dictum that, if at first you do 
not succeed ry, try and try again. 
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After a sleepless night, Elizabeth could not stop thinking of the coffee incident 
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in the restaurant. She was reluctant to share her thoughts, concerns and fears with 
Donna as she was unsure how she would take it. As an invited guest, the last thing she 
wanted was to upset her friend. One thing she was sure was to watch her steps. She 
asked Morayo to take her to town, where she made a call to her father-in-law, a 
certain Mr. Charles Gray (PI). After a long discussion she came to a decision. 

On her return to the Garden of Eden she accosted Donna. 

‘I am sorry to tell you I must go back to England.’ 

‘Why?’ 

She invented a story. ‘My mother-in-law is very ill.’ 

‘I’m sorry to hear that. When do you plan to go?’ 

‘Right away if I can get a plane,’ she replied. 


Dr. Darago was glad to hear that Elizabeth was leaving Lagos. He was so 
happy that he even agreed to personally take her to the airport the following day. 2 
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Chapter 13- mid-night callers 


Lagos, Nigeria 
7 October, 
Tuesday, 12:00 midnight 


he continuous ringing of the doorbell woke up Donna. Still coming out 
of a bad dream she opened her eyes and rubbed at her face; the 
darkness in the room told her that it was late at night, midnight in fact. 
So what could bring someone to her front door? Another ring woke 
Minika up. Donna called out that she was coming. For a moment, her heart skipped a 
beat at the thought that it might be bad news from England—that Jeff couldn't handle 
her leaving him and had decided to kill himself instead. How awful and foolish that 
would be! Especially in today’s society, where relationships are breaking down all the 
time and couples go there separate ways. Donna thought if it were an emergency like 
that, whoever was ringing the bell would do so almost continuously. She fumbled in 
the dark for the bedside light switch cord and pulled it. The light came on and 
completely filled the room. She got out of bed, picked up her nightgown, slipped it 
on, and tied the cord around her waist. Still full of confusion at the middle-of-the- 
night interruption, Donna checked the doorbell video screen and saw three men, one 
in civilian clothes and two uniformed police officers standing at the door. As she 
reached the door, she opened it. 
‘How did you people get through the gate?’ she asked inquisitively. 
“We jumped over ma’am,’ answered one of the officers, with a grin. 
‘This is trespassing! Isn’t that against the law?’ said Donna, unamused. 
‘Not if it is an emergency and we have a warrant,’ the second officer replied. 
‘A warrant? Whatever for?’ 
‘Can we come in please and we’ll explain?’ said the man in the plain clothes, 
who was obviously in charge of the situation. 


Voices coming from downstairs woke Minika up. She quickly grabbed her 
nightgown, put it on and came down to the study where Donna had taken the 
uninvited mid-night callers. 

When she saw the worried look on her mistress’s face and the three men, she 
asked anxiously, “Is everything alright, ma’am?’ 

‘Not sure yet... you go back to bed, Minika,’ said Donna who didn’t want 
Minika to be present as she could be very nosey at times. 

One of the officers asked, after Minika had gone, ‘Dr. D. Eath, (Alias Dr. 
Darago), lives here, right?’ That was his way of checking to make sure they had the 
correct address. 

Donna nodded. 

The man in plain clothes cut in, “‘We’re very sorry to have interrupted your 
sleep ma’am, but we thought it’s best we came right away, as we have some urgent 
questions to ask Dr. Darago...Where is he?’ 


Donna looked at the man in the plain clothes in a state of complete confusion, 
wondering what was so urgent that they couldn’t have waited until the morning. 


Facing the plain clothed man, she asked questionably, ‘who are you?’ 
‘Am Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield, ma’am,’ the man said, giving her a 
slight, polite smile. 


“You look familiar...’ Donna suddenly realised and immediately asked, ‘you 
are not the Detective Fairfield who works for the Kent police?’ 

“You are quite correct, ma’am.’ 

‘Tl be damned!’ 

“Why would that be?’ 

‘Erm... You look more handsome in person, but slightly taller,’ Donna said 
with a grin. 


The unexpected comment made Detective Fairfield feel slightly awkward. He 
quickly composed himself and said, ‘I am here on a two-week exchange.’ 


While frauds do come from all over the world, they actually originated in 
Nigeria. The Nigerian swindles usually involve someone overseas offering their 
targeted victim a share in a large sum of money or a payment on the condition that 
they are helped to transfer money out of their country. Generally, they make contact 
unexpectedly, usually by email, letter, and text message or through social media. They 
tell an elaborate story about large amounts of their money trapped in banks during 
events such as civil wars or coups, often in countries currently in the news, or they 
may tell story about a large inheritance that is ‘difficult to access’ because of 
government restrictions or taxes in their country. They then offer a large sum of 
money to help them transfer their personal fortune out of the country. Dr. Darago 
employed a slightly different technique, which appeared to have been working well 
for him. 

However, there had been multiple complaints against Dr. Darago from people 
who had been scammed in that way, causing Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield to 
appear on British TV, explaining to people of the warning signs and offering advice 
on how they can protect themselves. 

‘Now, where is Dr. Darago?’ Inspector Fairfield asked again. 

‘T should have recognised you immediately. Anyway, what was your question 
again?’ 

‘Dr. Darago, is he here?’ 

‘He is not here...He’s gone to the airport with my friend Elizabeth.’ 

‘Ah ha! I’m investigating the death of Ms. Elizabeth Fish.’ 

‘Elizabeth is dead?’ Donna looked shocked. ‘Oh my goodness! How did she 
die?’ she added as an afterthought. 

‘Poison,’ said the Detective Inspector. ‘Sorry ma’am, I thought you might 
have heard it in the news.’ 

‘Poison?’ Donna echoed. She stared, as the reality of the situation began to 
seep in slowly. ‘You don’t mean to say Dr. Darago killed her?’ 

Well, we are not sure. Earlier today the police station here in Lagos received a 
very important call, and in light of that I got roped-in on the case and we need to ask 
Dr. Darago a few questions, here or down the station.’ 

‘Dr. Darago couldn't be involved in the death of my friend, could he? 

‘This is what we are trying to establish.’ 

‘So you are not arresting him then?’ 

‘No ma’am, we are not arresting him just yet. We just need to question him for 
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now. 

“You said you received an important call? May I ask from whom?’ 

‘From Ms. Fish, before she was sadly poisoned.’ 

‘Poisoned here while she was holidaying with us? Why on earth would anyone 
want to kill her?’ 

‘Working on video footage we have received from airport security cameras, 
we think it happened at the airport whilst she was in the company of Dr. 
Darago...drinking a glass of wine before she collapsed and died.’ 


Donna glanced at the two officers, her eyes still wide opened with shock. She 
wasn’t sure if she was hearing the news properly or dreaming. 

‘And you believe Dr. Darago poisoned her, is that it?’ 

‘Something was put in her drink, before she was served with it or whilst she 
had gone to the toilet.’ 

“You think Dr. Darago put whatever it was in her drink?’ 

‘Erm... yes and no... We know he gave the waiter, Mosuto, a huge sum of 
money—ten thousand pounds actually—most likely for him to drop the poisonous 
substance, in your friend’s drink or to provide him with the substance. Since the 
waiter was the one who mixed the cocktail, it was probably easier for him to have put 
the powder that caused her heart to stop instantly as she swallowed the drink, but Dr. 
Darago had the opportunity too... Other video footage will sure provide the answer.’ 

Detective Inspector Fairfield shook his head. ‘I’m sorry for being so explicit. 
Our research into Mosuto’s financial records has revealed the money was deposited in 
his account two days ago, suggesting that the poisoning was pre-meditated.’ After a 
brief pause, ‘There is one important reason for me giving you all that information... 
Your friend, Elizabeth also told us that when she did your tarot cards reading, she 
found something and given your current condition, uncertain how you would react, 
she purposely did not tell you that your life is in danger. After what has happened to 
her I think you are entitled to know this information so that you can be extra 
alert...forewarned forearmed, as they say.’ 


Donna stared at Detective Inspector Fairfield, torn between pure shock at his 
disclosure and rage. She stood up and stormed towards him, checking herself at the 
last moment and coming to a stop. She took a deep breath. ‘You probably know quite 
a bit about me and Dr. Darago and how we ended up together, and all Elizabeth has 
been trying to do is to split us...’ she said rather convincingly, with a touch of anger 
in her voice. 


Suddenly it hit her: Elizabeth and her had been good friends for years, the 
former did not tell everything about the tarot reading knowing she would not accept it. 
She shivered. 

‘Ma’am, I can see you are angry and troubled...Like you, I am British. In the 
UK, you lived in the same County as mine. Now both of us are here in Nigeria, in my 
case for two weeks. I pass no judgement on Dr. Darago as some prefer to refer to 
him, but I know he has and suspect he is still up to no good,’ the detective inspector 
said. ‘For your sake I hope I am mistaken. We... no, I wanted to inform you of all of 
the particulars. Now it is up to you to take the necessary precautions, and don’t just 
listen to your heart.’ 


Donna nodded slowly, feeling the fear response creeping up along her spine. 
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She had been living under the same roof with someone who might be a murderer. 
Before leaving, Detective Inspector Fairfield said that he would keep her informed as 
to the ongoing status of the investigation. Donna numbly thanked him, saw him out of 
the house, and he told her he would be back. 


Donna closed the door and as she was making her way upstairs, she caught 
sight of Minika. 

‘Have you been up all the time and listening?’ 

‘Yes to the first question but no to the second, but quickly revised her 
statement. I heard the bad news about Ms. Elizabeth Fish and that Dr. Darago may be 
implicated.’ 

‘I can’t believe it. I can’t believe Dr. Darago would do something like that,’ 
Donna said, with great emphasis. 


When Donna got back to her bedroom sat on the edge of the bed. For a long 
moment, she was too full of conflicting emotions to go back to sleep. She could not 
help thinking of how everything was beginning to go pear shaped, but she could not 
say she had not been warned. She began to question her judgement and her previous 
belief. Did Jeff ever lose his soul? There was something niggling her about it. 
Something that Dr. Darago had said to her in the Ritz hotel in London before he had 
left for the airport. When she had told him that, she did not have to worry about Jeff 
anymore, as he got his soul back, Dr. Darago’s reply was, ‘Did he ever really lose it, 
his soul I mean?’ Then avoided an explanation on the grounds he had to go. Was that 
a slip of the tongue? 


Minika noticed that the light in Donna’s bedroom was on, and came into the 
room carrying a tray containing a pot of tea; Donna found a teacup in her hands 
without remembering whether she had actually accepted the offer. She looked at 
Minika; an attractive woman and her brown eyes betrayed her troubled mind. 

‘Minika, tell me something, how long have you known Dr. Darago?’ Donna 
asked. 

Minika replied with a sigh. ‘Erh...Going on ten years, ma’am.’ 

‘That’s a long, long time. You must know him very well?’ 

‘Not really, ma’am,’ he has always been a private person. Until you came, he 
spent most of his time in the Casino. That is where he made his fortune. There are 
rumours that he...’ She stopped abruptly. 

“What rumours?’ 

‘No, I must not... if Dr. Darago should come to learn that I have been telling 
tales on him he would sure...’ she again stopped abruptly. 

Donna filled in the missing words, ‘...fire you?’ 

Minika nodded with a grimace. 


Donna chewed on her bottom lip, wondering if she should be talking to a 
housekeeper about her lover, but she wanted to know more. 

‘Please tell me what you know; it would be between you and me.’ 

After some hesitation, ‘I think Dr. Darago is in contact with the other side.’ 

“What? What makes you say that?’ 

‘Well call me crazy if you like; I have seen it with my own eyes.’ 

‘Seen what? Spit it out woman,’ Donna said, as she could not bear the 
suspense. 
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‘Alright! One day last summer, Dr. Darago instructed me to prepare a meal for 
twelve people and to place everything in the dining room ready for serving. This I did. 
He had mentioned nine o’clock and I presumed that’s when the guests were to arrive. 
When no one had turned up, I got worried and thought he might have got his date 
wrong, so I checked with him and he told me not to worry, “just leave the food in the 
dinning room, lock it and go to bed,’ he instructed me. 

Donna was listening intensely. 

‘At midnight nature called me, so I got up and visited the toilet. On my way 
back to my room, I heard sounds of cutlery coming from the dinning room. I got 
curious. I couldn't get in the room but was able to peep through and...’ Minika 
stopped abruptly. 

‘Go on, continue,’ said Donna. 

‘No ma’am, it is best I go to bed now. Good night ma’am.’ Minika turned her 
back and began to walk out of the room, when she heard Donna ordered her to stop 
and to come back. 

‘Continue with your story, please.’ 


Minika began to shake, eyes looking down. 

“What did you see, Minika?’ 

“No please don’t make me say it, ma’am.’ 

‘Minika tell me what you saw.’ 

‘I...I saw...oh please ma’am.’ 

‘Minika,’ Donna was beginning to get irritated. 

‘I—I saw Dr. Darago sitting, facing the horse-shoe dining table, holding his 
knife and fork.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘I—I saw eleven heads resting on the edge of the table. The heads had hands 
attached and they were holding the knife and fork...’ 

“You mean these eleven people didn’t have a body attached to their head?’ 


Minika nodded. 

“Could you have been mistaken?’ 

‘No chance, ma’am...Their faces look horrible, ma’am...I haven’t been able 
to sleep properly since that day. Often I have nightmares.’ 

“What a shocking revelation? Why didn’t you leave?’ 

“Where would I go, ma’am? I have nowhere to go; I am a widow with no real 
family. Besides, I am paid well, and I haven’t felt threatened.’ 

‘Minika, were there other occasions when it happened again?’ 

“Yes, ma’am.’ 

‘Has it happened since I came?’ 

‘No, ma’am, I don’t think so, ma’am.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ 

‘I haven’t been asked to prepare food...unless he brought in take-away... 
which you are more likely to know!’ 

‘We haven’t always eaten together,’ Donna mumbled. 

‘What was that, ma’am?’ 

‘Ah, nothing,’ Donna shook her head. ‘Thank you for sharing this experience 
with me, Minika. Goodnight.’ 

‘Goodnight, ma’am.’ 
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After that rather creepy story of Minika, the warning from Detective 
Inspector Fairfield, Donna began to wonder what she had let herself in for and 
struggled to keep her cool. 2 
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Chapter 14- the disclosure 


Lagos, Nigeria 
8" October, 
Wednesday, 01:45 


t was well past one o’clock in the morning when Dr. Darago showed up. 
@y/ He came straight in the bedroom to find Donna still awake. He was 
disturbed and had his head in his hands. 
‘Donna, I have bad news.’ 
‘Oh, what is it?’ she asked her eyes fixed on him. 
‘I can’t believe it. I can’t believe your friend Elizabeth is dead,’ he said to 
Donna, unaware she already knew. 


Dr. Darago sat down heavily next to her, expecting her to go into hysteric and 
ready to console her. “I know it’s not exactly the kind of news you expected to hear,’ 
He said slowly, staring at the floor, waiting for her to explode. 

‘I know.’ 

“What? How?’ Dr. Darago said as he pulled his head from his hands, turned 
and looked at Donna. 

‘Two police officers and a homicide detective were here looking for you. They 
mentioned something about you being involved. Are you?’ 


Dr. Darago, his reddish-black piercing eyes full of guilt, avoided eye contact. 
He coughed a little while putting his thoughts together. 
‘I did not think they would get to me that fast,’ he said heaving a sigh and 
briefly glanced at Donna. ‘I knew there were a lot of commotion when it happened, I 
didn’t expect events would move so fast,’ he added, shaking his head, and gave a fake 
smile. 


Donna chewed on her bottom lip, wondering if she should dare compound her 
lover’s shock with more information. 

“You'll better brace yourself as there is more,’ Donna said, swallowing against 
the dryness in her throat. ‘Just before you came, Detective Inspector Fairfield said he 
would be back, which convinced me he is on to you or something.’ 

‘On to me?’ 

“Yes. Did you have anything to do with my friend’s death? I want a straight 
answer, please.’ 

‘No. Initially I thought that she was trying to get between us, but whilst we 
were driving to the airport it became clear that she was genuinely concerned about 
you.’ He looked away from Donna. ‘I hated her, and wanted to kill her, but after 
listening to her I gave up the idea, but it was too late.’ 

‘Too late for what?’ 

‘The contract was already out.’ 

‘To kill her?’ Donna had finally managed to summon the courage to meet Dr. 
Darago’s gaze once more. 

He nodded, sighing again and scrubbing at his face. ‘I can’t believe what a 


miserable idiot I have been,’ Dr. Darago said, rubbing at his temples. 


Donna sat up, put both her feet out of bed and moved away from him—she 
wasn’t sure if she should be in the same room with him. He reached out and pulled 
her to him, and Donna remembered as he nestled against her bulge that her unborn 
child could have a murderer for a father. She cleared her throat to remind her 
boyfriend of that fact as well. 

Dr. Darago stood up. ‘I am not a murderer, but I can see you have already 
tried and condemned me. You must really despise me and perhaps even be frightened 
of me,’ he said with a distressing smile. ‘I will go and hand myself to the police. They 
most probably would lock me up. If in time you are able to forgive me you will know 
how to get in touch with me.’ 


Before Donna could say another word, Dr. Darago had left, and for a moment, 
the former had at least the illusion that although she was alone, she was safe. She 
knelt in front of the cross with a statue of Jesus Christ nailed to it which she had 
hanging on her bedroom wall, looking up into his downturned face. 

‘How could you have allowed me to leave Jeff, my home in the UK, and come 
to Nigeria, knowing Dr. Darago was not what he seemed to be?’ Donna asked the son 
of God, her brow furrowing with concern. 


For a moment, Donna felt the hand of Jesus on her face and gently stroking it, 
as if to say, you poor naive woman. 


Moments after, Donna admitted, ‘I thought I knew Dr. Darago, and that he 
could never be involved in anything bad let alone something as horrible as 
murder—he was a good confidence trickster, returning me the gold Rolex watch that 
Jeff had pawned without asking for any money. Getting me to settle Jeff's gambling 
debt and even waved away the final payment in exchange for the latter’s soul, which 
he may never have lost in the first place...Oh, what a stupid fool I have been?’ 


Donna went to sit on the edge of the bed; finished drinking the tea Minika had 
brought her earlier on to ease her dried mouth. She realised she needed to get some 
sleep, and decided to rest her head on the pillow. Events had drained her so much that 
it took only a few seconds for her to fall asleep. 


38 2K ok 


The next morning Donna remained troubled by events that took placed the 
previous night. As Dr. Darago had not returned from the police station, she decided to 
call the station and get some information. 

‘This is Ms. Donna Rees here, err...can I speak to Detective Inspector 
Fairfield please?’ 

‘Did you say, Detective Inspector Fairfield?’ the officer minding the 
enquiry-desk who happened to be a new recruit, asked. 

‘Yes, Detective Inspector Fairfield,’ Donna repeated. 


Just as the officer was about to say there was no such detective working here, 
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another officer appeared, grabbed the handset and said, ‘One moment, please.’ 


A minute later, a male voice spoke. 

‘Detective Inspector Fairfield on the line.’ 

‘This is Ms. Donna Rees, I am enquiring about Dr. Darago, he came to your 
station but I haven’t heard from him since.’ 

‘Oh, I was just about to call you, ma’am. We kept him for questioning.’ 

“You had him for several hours, how long will your questioning go on?’ 

‘For as long as we need to, ma’am, he is implicated,’ Detective Inspector 
Fairfield said, keeping his tone soft. 


Donna had to know what exactly the situation was. After a long silence 
Detective Inspector Fairfield asked, ‘Are you still there, ma’am?’ 

‘Yes,’ Donna answered softly, wiping a tear coming out of her eye. 

‘He is very much implicated; after some questioning he admitted to being 
involved in the plot. He, however, denied the charge of murder on the ground that he 
never actually administered the poison.’ 

Donna stared at the floor. ‘So you have arrested him?’ 

‘We are holding him in the police cell, yes.’ 

‘Erh...can I come and see him?’ 

‘Sorry ma’am, he is not allowed any visitor for now.’ 

‘I see. Thank you,’ Donna said and hung up. ‘I can’t believe it. I can’t believe 
this is happening to me,’ she said angrily to herself. 
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For a long while, Donna was too full of conflicted emotions to speak to 
anyone. Then, she took a deep breath and decided that she wasn’t going to let her 
situation ruin her life. She thought she had finally found her Mr. Right, but sadly, it 
was beginning to look like it was a false alarm. In a few months, her baby was due. 
The best thing she could do, though it was going to be difficult, would be to make 
sure that it did not stress her to the point that she miscarry. 

She had the good sense to realise that the calmer she kept herself, the more 
able she would be in acting wisely. She spared a thought of sympathy for Elizabeth; 
but for the fact that she had invited her to Nigeria, she would be alive, just by virtue of 
not being within arms length of Dr. Darago. 

Donna remembered what Dr. Darago had said to her before leaving for the 
police station and how he had hoped in time she would forgive him and support him, 
in spite of his involvement in the poisoning of Elizabeth. 

She knew that the future they faced was grim—a number of things could 
happen between now and when the trial over the murder plot finally comes to an 
end—but with a baby on the way she had one good reason to be hopeful. She was 
going to do everything she could to make sure to hang on to that hope. She looked at 
her watch and it was rather late. She opened her diary and started to write. Many 
thoughts came to her mind and a few questions too that she wanted to ask Dr. Darago, 
but he was already gone. She liked to think things through and decided to take a 
shower. It was an unusual time for one, but it was her favourite place to get new ideas. 
As soon as the first drops of water had hit her face, her brain started running. What 
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other secrets had Dr. Darago kept from me that made him decide to end Elizabeth’s 
life? She questioned. Could he have the same plan for me? 

Donna closed her eyes and thought through the entire situation once again. 
She could hear the voice of Inspector Fairfield advising her to look after herself and 
she was determined to be two steps ahead of others. The shower had helped. She 
stepped out of the cubicle. After drying herself, she put on her black satin nightie and 
got back into bed. 
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Lagos, Nigeria 
24 February, 
Monday, 01:45 


Three months later, as she moved further and further into her pregnancy, she 
became more and more reliant on Minika. When the phone rang, Donna was quick to 
pick up the receiver, thinking it was either the police or Dr. Darago calling. 

‘Ms. Rees speaking,’ she said. 

‘Hello Donna,’ the voice said. 


Donna recognised the voice immediately—it was Jeff. He really was the last 
person she wanted to talk with. Her immediate reaction was to cut him off, but her 
sense of politeness stopped her from doing so. 

‘Hello Jeff, how are you?’ 

‘Erhm...Fine,’ he said, hiding the truth, ‘and you?’ 

‘I’m fine too,’ said Donna, unwilling to share her troubles. 

‘I’m glad you are...erhm...when is the baby due?’ 

Donna frowned. ‘How did you know I am pregnant?’ 

‘Let’s just say I know.’ 

‘Hmmm...Anyway, I have a couple of months more to go.’ 

‘I see... Err... Any—Any chance of it being mine?’ 

‘Is that why you rang?’ 

‘One of two reasons.’ 

‘Oh! What was the other reason?’ 

“Would you be upset if I say I miss you?’ 


Donna took a long time to answer. She expected him to despise her for leaving 
him the way she did. For a brief second she felt guilty. 

“We have moved on Jeff. I have moved on and you must move on too. If it 
would help, the baby is definitely not yours,’ she said rather defiantly. 

Jeff shook his head. ‘I guess you are right. It was nice hearing your voice. I 
never had a chance to wish you well, so I am doing so now. You take care now. Bye.’ 

“Thank you and you take care too...Actually I am...’ 


Before Donna could finish her sentence and tell him the truth about the baby, 
Jeff hung up. 2 


Chapter 15= the arrival of Aeron (AKA Ahriman, Lord of darkness and 


chaos 
Two months later 


Lagos, Nigeria 
1° April, 
Thursday, 23:55 


fter 28 weeks gestation, before the clock stroke midnight, Donna’s water 

broke. Minika quickly called on Dr. Bafana and he brought along a 

midwife. They temporarily halted the birth and rushed her to hospital in 

Lagos. A baby boy was eventually born on April first by emergency 

caesarean section, after a labour that was traumatic from the beginning. 
When surgeons had begun to operate, the epidural hadn’t taken properly. Donna could 
feel everything and was screaming. The surgeons kept telling her, ‘No no, you can’t 
feel it, the epidural has worked,’ and she continued screaming, insisting, ‘No, I can 
feel this, I can feel this.’ 

Eventually, surgeons did the delivery under general anaesthetic, and the new 
arrival named Aeron shocked everyone present—he had a cross on his left arm. 

Inside, Donna was a wreck... mentally exhausted. She felt she wasn’t her 
usual bubbly self. She struggled to curb her anger over the birth and her situation 
without Dr. Darago. For a while, she parented the child alone and almost robotically: 
she did what she had to do, with almost no awareness. 

She had wanted to give birth in the moonlight and had imagined it to be 
orgasmic; unfortunately, it was the most horrific thing that ever happened to her. 
Whilst both ends of the spectrum exist and most women have something more in the 
middle, she was the unlucky one to have had the worse of the two ends, which had 
caused her to lose trust in the very people looking after her. Since she did not like the 
attitude of some of the nursing and medical staff towards her, she felt unsafe. Not 
having anyone to turn to, she wrote a letter to Jeff and gave it to Minika to post. 

Twice a day for the last five weeks following her stay in hospital, Minika had 
been visiting Donna on the ward, carrying a bottle of apple juice that she had prepared 
herself using fresh apples from the Garden of Eden and had been making sure Donna 
drank a glass full, reassuring her that that would make her feel strong but instead 
Donna felt more lethargic and drowsy. At first she thought nothing of it. 

It took Donna a while to connect her extreme tiredness and sleepiness to the 
apple juice she was being fed by Minika. Suspecting Minika was probably up to no 
good Donna took a chance in alerting the night ward sister. 

‘Oh no, no one is trying to hurt you,’ said the night sister. ‘This is a hospital 
and you are safe here... if it would make you feel better, I'll talk to the doctor when 
he comes round later and see if he can perhaps review your medication.’ 

‘Review my medication?’ Donna echoed with dismay. She was too tired to 
argue. 

Later that night, Donna woke to see the ward doctor entering the Sister’s 
office and close the door behind him. Donna got up and made her way quietly to the 
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office door but immediately froze when she heard her name. 

‘Our client has paid us loads of money to eliminate her,’ the doctor said. ‘Do 
you think we should tell Minika to double the dose?’ 

‘I don’t think Donna would continue to drink the apple juice, doctor,’ the night 
sister responded. 

‘Ah ha! Then we need a new strategy.’ 

‘Like what?’ the night sister asked. 

‘We can speed things by giving her a fatal injection that would put her to sleep 
instantly, for good.’ 

“What? When?’ 

‘Tonight, when you dish out the night medication,’ the doctor said, ‘we need 
to strike whilst the iron is hot.’ 

“But Donna doesn’t have night medication.’ 


The doctor wrote something on Donna’s prescription card and showed it to the 
night sister. ‘Just tell her it’s a new prescription...for her own good.’ 

‘Then what?’ 

‘There would of course be questions about her unexpected death. I’ll take care 
of those,’ the doctor said. 

“What ever you say.’ 


Donna had heard enough. She knew unless she got out of that place quickly 
she would be killed. When she returned to her cubicle she noticed another patient had 
occupied it. She had no time to be bothered by it. She quickly made an entry in the 
diary she had been keeping, put it back in the envelope she had already prepared for 
posting and sealed it. 

On her own she had a better chance of getting away, she figured. Besides, she 
had no reason to believe her baby was at risk. 

Time was of the essence and Donna had none to waste. She did not even 
bother to change clothes. In her pyjamas she discretely ran out of the ward into the 
street, and noticed it was raining heavily. She spotted a taxi on standby and ran to it. 

‘They are trying to kill me, please help me.’ 

‘Who is trying to kill you?’ the taxi driver asked. 

‘T’ll explain on our way, let me in.’ 

‘Hop in,’ said the Taxi driver. ‘Where to?’ 

‘Away from this place! Hurry!’ 


A few yards away from the hospital Donna shouted, ‘stop the car for a 
moment please, I need to post this.” The driver brought the car to a halt. Donna got 
out and dropped the envelope containing her private diary in a pillar box and then 
immediately got back into the taxi. 


38 2K 


Minutes later, the night sister gave the patients their night medication. At six 
o’clock in the morning when the night sister accompanied the doctor to check over 


93 


Donna Rees and pronounce her dead, they were horrified to discover that the person 
who had in fact received the injection he had prescribed was not Donna Rees after all. 

“What happened here?’ the doctor enquired with dismay. 

‘I don’t know...This woman is Chrissie. She usually sleeps in the next cubicle. 
She must have got into Donna’s bed by mistake...’ 

‘Didn’t you notice that before administering the injection?’ 

‘No I didn’t... When I went to give the injection, she had her face turned 
towards the wall. As this was Donna’s bed I assumed it was her. I gently moved the 
bed sheet, lowered her pyjamas and pushed the hypodermic needle into her buttock. 
The dose being so lethal it worked instantly giving rise to no resistance...’ 


They looked at each other, trying to read each other’s thoughts. Keeping their 
cool, they had the body swiftly removed to the morgue and the doctor scribbled in 
Chrissie’s medical record the words: “discharged herself against medical advice.” 
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A big cover up followed. Donna’s official record was falsified, stating that she 
died of maternal death from an infection. Dr. Darago was informed accordingly. 


As providence would have it, the warning Donna had received from the tarot 
cards reading predicting that her life was in danger had turned out to be true; though 
the outcome was quite different. Was that fate, sheer luck or manufactured? 
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The taxi had been driving for hours before coming to a sudden stop in a 
deserted area. 

There was no one in sight. The only building that could be seen a few yards 
away looked like a church of some kind. Running along the boundary fence was a 
stream, carrying clear water. 

“Why have we stopped,’ Donna asked the taxi driver. 

‘This is as far as I can go. I got just enough petrol left to get back.’ 

‘Oh!’ Donna said looking disappointed. “You can’t leave me alone here,’ she 
protested. 

‘I am sorry,’ the driver said as he got out of the taxi and ordered her out. 


Having no choice Donna got out, said a grudged thank you and started to walk 
away. 

‘Hey,’ the driver called out. ‘What about my fare?’ 

Donna stopped, looked back and said, ‘I do not have any money on me.’ 

‘What?’ the driver yelled, with disbelief. 

‘Look, I am a very rich woman. Why don’t you give me your name and 
address and Ill definitely post you double of what I owe you?’ 


‘Double of what you...’ the driver echoed. ‘Are you kidding me?’ He looked 
at Donna up and down. ‘Look I need my money now...’ He took a good look at 
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Donna. ‘Hey you look quite sexy in that pyjamas outfit,’ he said with a vicious grin, 
rubbing his chin pensively. ‘I—I would settle for payment in kind. This is fair don’t 
you think?’ 


Donna knew exactly what he meant and was taken aback. 
‘What? Buzz off,’ an angry Donna retorted and took off, running towards the 
abbey. 


The driver chased after her and it was not long before he caught her. They 
struggled. The driver succeeded in putting Donna on the ground and had his way with 
her. When he had finished Donna pushed him off her, eyes filled with tears of 
humiliation. Seconds later she stood up, rearranged her clothes and shouted 
profanities at the driver. 

‘Don’t think of going to the police, slut,’ the driver threatened Donna; ‘I'll 
sure catch up with you and kill you.’ 


To threaten Donna even more, and let her know he meant what he said, the 
driver punched her hard on the face sending her crashing to the ground. When the 
driver saw Donna was not moving, he panicked and took off in a hurry. 
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Minika was fed a lie. When she was informed that Donna had died she was not 
surprised. She gladly accepted the responsibility of adopting Aeron, and immediately 
renamed him Ahriman, (meaning Lord of darkness and chaos), a name Dr. Darago 
had always said he would called his son, whom he had been looking forward to hug. 
Minika had moved back into her previous room, which was actually larger and more 
comfortable. 

After Minika had prepared dinner, she sat and waited. She did not have to wait 
long, when the doorbell rang. She rushed downstairs and opened the door. 

‘Welcome home Dr. Darago,’ Minika greeted him. 

‘Thank you. I am so glad to see you Mrs. Darago,’ he said to Minika, and they 
put their arms around each other in a tight embrace. 

Minika then knelt in front of him, looking up to him spouted, ‘how did you 
know Donna would fall for your trickery like that?’ she asked her husband, her eyes 
lit up with curiosity. 

Dr. Darago smiled, bent down and gently kissed her on the forehead. ‘I 
couldn’t have done it without you. You played your part extremely well and your skill 
in applying make-up prepared Thomas Sterling to be the perfect double of the British 
Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield was first class.’ 


Minika smiled broadly. She got up on her feet, ‘Now go and have a shower, 
and let’s see if I can get Morayo to bring us some booze. We both need to get 
smashed and celebrate our triumph. We got the money and the son we wanted.’ 


Dr. Darago chuckled and obediently went upstairs and got under the shower. 
Minika called out the household keepers Muma and Morayo, and she decided to give 
them the next day off—and for everyone to participate in getting drunk. Morayo had 
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made sure there was a good amount of alcohol on hand, enough for everyone to have 
plenty to drink. 

The next day, Minika and Dr. Darago both woke up late in the day. They spent 
the first waking moments, touching and kissing until they both managed to achieve a 
climax. 

Minika couldn’t help shedding a little tear afterwards as she would have 
preferred to have given Dr. Darago a son herself, but unfortunately that was not 
possible due to an accident which had caused her to lose her womb. She realised just 
how angry Jeff would be if he should ever find out how Donna had been tricked and 
met her death resulting from a slow acting drug that she had added in the apple juice 
she gave her to drink. Before pushing that thought away, she told her husband about 
the letter Donna had given her to post. 

‘Have you posted it, yet?’ 

“Yes 

“You did check the content?’ 

‘Of course, she was just apologizing to Jeff for letting him down.’ Minika said 
flippantly, omitting to mention the coded words included in the letter. 

‘Oh!’ Dr. Darago echoed. ‘You shouldn’t have posted that letter. 

Minika was quick to defend her action, ‘There was nothing in the letter that I 
could see for us to worry about.’ 

‘The operative word is “that you could see”, I hope you are right...’ 


Dr. Darago was apprehensive but tried not to show it. He got out of bed. ‘I’m 
going downstairs to make breakfast for you and I,’ he said heavily, ‘and then I’m 
going to go and have lunch with Thomas—our faked Detective Inspector Fairfield, 
and the two police officers that came to our house, to thank them for their 
participation in our plan and give them their cut.’ 

Minika nodded. She could understand why her husband would want to settle 
with his partners in crime quickly. 

‘Oh, by the way, I am going to London tomorrow and Thomas is 
accompanying me. With my faked-marriage certificate and doctored death certificate 
I'll be able to claim Donna’s property and all the money in her bank account too.’ 

‘What? Don’t you think going to London is risky?’ Minika questioned. 

‘Risky yes, but it is necessary. How else would I be able to get my hand on 
Donna’s property and the rest of her money?’ 

“We got one million of her money and most importantly we have the son we 
always wanted, isn’t that enough?’ Minika yelled disapprovingly. 

‘Tf you are frightened that this Detective Inspector Fairfield will be on to us, 
fear not. Believe me; he is not as clever as he thinks.’ 

‘T think you are underestimating him and tempting fate pointlessly.’ 

‘I don’t agree. Besides I have already made up my mind. Everything will be 
alright, you'll see,’ said Dr. Darago in his effort to reassure his wife. 


Minika feeling powerless, she nodded. She could see there was nothing she 
could say that would persuade her husband to think otherwise. 

‘T hate to say it,’ said Dr. Darago, ‘but I may have to stay away from you for a 
while, in order not to raise any suspicion.’ 

Minika felt a sharp stab of pain in her chest. ‘How long?’ she asked, 
frightened that the distance could kill their relationship forever. 

‘Not a minute longer than needed.’ 
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‘T'm tired of this life of crime.’ 
‘T’m too,’ said Dr. Darago, lying through his teeth. 


Being able to outwit others especially the law gave Dr. Darago a certain kick. 
Pretending that he shared Minika’s desire to live a normal life he told her what she 
wanted to hear. 

“Now that we have a beautiful baby and soon all Donna’s money,’ Dr Darago 
said, ‘we should be able to live comfortably without any need to commit further 
crimes.’ 

‘T hope you mean it,’ Minika replied. 


Dr. Darago looked up at Minika and he noticed the sudden sadness on her 
face. 

‘Look there’s nothing for you to worry about, I’ll be back as quickly as 
possible, bearing in mind that legal transfer of property from one partner to another 
after one of them is dead can take time. When I return, I promise we’ll retire.’ 


Dr. Darago reached up and pulled Minika’s face down to his, kissing her 
briefly but passionately. ‘I may need to take legal action to evict that Jeff as I think he 
is still staying in the house when Donna walked out. He is going to be devastated 
when he learns Donna is no more. He may even create difficulties.’ 

‘He may well do,’ Minika agreed. Her thoughts immediately went to Donna’s 
letter. Some of the words in it that she could not read may have been secret codes she 
suddenly realised but quickly pushed that thought away. Instead, Minika smiled. ‘I 
promise to be good; I have plenty to occupy myself with our son Ahriman and all. 
When you come back you will find us right here.’ 

‘Erh... If I manage to get things sorted without too much difficulty, I may 
invite you out to London, for us to enjoy the property a bit before we decide what to 
do with it. You and I were made for each other.’ 


Dr. Darago kissed Minika again, pulling her tightly against him. They had 
lunch together, talking about the future in tentative but enthusiastic terms; Minika 
accepted that it could be a while before she and Dr. Darago could really spend a lot of 
time together. She knew also that, if things should go wrong it would affect her as 
well—there would be a lot of attention by the British police on a British citizen 
meeting her death abroad. 

When everything had been sorted, Minika and Dr. Darago planned to be 
together again. In the meantime, they had agreed to keep in touch with text messages 
and phone calls. Minika thought that she would use her time looking after Ahriman as 
best as she could. There was still a long way before Ahriman became a man. 
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When Dr. Darago left Minika with a lingering kiss, to fly to London, Minika 
went back into the house and wandered around aimlessly for a little while, feeling 
slightly unsettled. She knew she would miss her husband; the idea of being parted 
from him, even if she had been reassured, that it would be temporary was painful. The 
trouble that she and her husband would have to face if their elaborate scheme of 


deception should be found out was going to be much worse, and Minika knew the 
nature of the real Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield in England too well to think that 
they would come out of it unharmed. It would be too easy for someone like Jeff, for 
example, to start a rumour that they had somehow been involved in a scam; the fact 
that a huge sum of money had already changed hand from Donna to Dr. Darago 
would go a long way to confirming it. 

After all, the police would be interested to know, why someone like Donna 
after sending a huge sum of money to someone who lived in another country, whom 
she barely knew, would then leave her living-in boyfriend to start a new relationship 
with that man. Did she act out of her free will or was she coerced? 

Minika’s stomach churned with the thoughts of what would likely be dug up 
by the famous, clever and most persistent Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield. Most 
likely, they both would have to go on the run to escape his unyielding determination 
to hound them. She took a deep breath; she was not going to let her relationship go 
down the tube, she thought as she went upstairs to her bedroom to dress. 2 
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Chapter 16- Wo am? 


Lagos, Nigeria 
2nd May, 
Thursday, 20:55 


hen Donna woke up she had no idea who she was, with no memory 
@ra of the past and in a room she did not recognise. She spoke 
English—but she did not know what country she was from or in. 
Tantalizing flashes of memory came and went too quickly for her to grasp, hold and 
examine them. They came intermittently, often catching her off guard and filling her 
with confusion. 
Entering the room was a woman dressed in black. ‘Oh, good you are awake,’ 
said the young nun. 
‘Do you know who I am?’ 


The nun did not respond, instead she rushed out of the room. Seconds later an 
elderly nun came in. She looked kind and caring. 

‘I am Sister Madelina, the Mother Superior.’ 

‘How did I get here Sister?’ 

‘Not far from here there is a stream. By the grace of God, two of my nuns 
found you lying there unconscious, rescued you and brought you here.’ 

‘But ... where did I come from before that?’ 

‘I’m sorry, child. I do not know. I had thought that when you regained 
consciousness you would be able to tell us.’ 

‘I can’t remember and I don’t even remember my name.’ 


Immediately, she screamed. ‘Someone must have reported me missing. What 
about the news? 

‘We don’t have TV or radio here.’ 

‘Newspaper, do you have today’s edition?’ 

‘This is a sanctuary, child. As such we have no communication with the 
outside world. We spend our time praying. Thanks to our Lord you are alive. Now 
you need to rest.’ 
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Initially, as she did not feel well enough, Donna took Sister Madelina’s 
advice. She was the Mother Superior after all. Donna refrained from straining herself, 
but slowly, as the days went by, she had regained her strength and her health. Feeling 
strong enough she began to move about, within the confinement of the convent, trying 
to enjoy the serene and calm atmosphere but she could find no peace. She felt so lost 
and was convinced that she must have done something wrong thus God was punishing 
her and denying her of her identity. Why can’t I remember who I am? She kept 
repeating like a cracked record. 

One morning she was awakened with a sudden vision of herself lying in bed in 
a hospital cubicle with a woman offering her a drink and persuading her to drink it. 
Her face was black. Was it a dream? Or was it something that had happened in her 


past? Who was the woman? 

She felt so helpless, a stranger with no name living among strangers in a place 
practically cut off from the outside world. There was no one to tell her that her mind 
had been so shocked, it would stay blank for a period of time to protect her from the 
terrible past. Countless images kept invading her consciousness, faster and faster. It 
was as though her mind had suddenly turned into a giant computer, with bits of data 
slotting into place. But none of it made sense. She had a vision of a huge room filled 
with people in white uniform. The women wore blue hats whilst the men wore green. 
They seemed to be performing an operation and she was the patient on the operating 
table. Was I involved in an accident? I must have, but how? 


Two nights later, she had yet another dream. This time she was at the airport 
sending a text to a man, a young white man, and she woke up sobbing just as she was 
about to see his face. Her mind was constantly troubling her. These were not mere 
dreams. They were in fact pieces of her life, her past. Who am I? She shouted 
repeatedly which alerted a nun walking in the corridor going to prayers. Just as the 
nun appeared, out of the blue, a name popped out of her subconscious. Donna. ‘Yes 
my name is Donna,’ she shouted, ‘Donna Rees.’ 
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Donna Rees continued to hear voices from her past, but they were disjointed, 
muddled, which irritated her and filled her with confusion. 

“Yes ma’am, he sadly died last week,” a voice told Donna. 

“Oh no, ma’am, me a thief? I am certainly not,” the same voice objected. 

“T have had enough of your inquisitions; give it a rest now,” another voice 
said. 

“Your partner owed me money... he pledged his soul to me,” the first voice 
said. 

“You bastard...you did...you are evil,” Donna heard herself say. 

“How long does he have?” Donna heard herself asking. 

“I know, you got your soul back... can’t spend the rest of my life with a 
gambler,” Donna heard her own voice and it continued. 

“T am in danger! I am trapped! Help me and our son Aeron.” 


The voices persisted. Images of Donna’s past kept flashing through the 
window of her mind and tormenting her. Even though the convent should have been a 
place that helped her feel at peace with herself, she felt engulfed. 7 need to get out, 
Donna told herself, but had no idea where to go. She needed to talk to someone, 
someone she could trust and who could help her. She walked to Sister Madelina’s 
office and knocked. 

‘Come in.’ 


When Donna entered the Sister was sitting at her desk. As soon as she saw 
Donna she said, ‘It’s you. Come and sit down.’ 

‘Sister ...’ 

‘Yes, child?’ 

‘I ... think I would like to see a doctor. Someone who can help me figure out 
who I am.’ 
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Sister Madelina looked at her for a long moment and then said quietly: ‘My 
dear, God is your doctor. Only He can be of help to you. In due course He will let you 
know what He wishes you to know.’ 

‘No, I don’t belong here.’ 

‘It was God’s wish that you should be here. But where do you think you 
belong?’ 

‘Erhm... I don’t know... but I know what I’m searching for is not here. Please 
forgive me for appearing so ungrateful Sister Madelina.’ 


Sister Madelina studied her for a moment. ‘I see. If you leave here, where 
would you go?’ 

‘That’s the problem. I don’t know.’ 

‘Why don’t you let me have a think about this, child and we will talk again 
later. 

‘Thank you, Sister.’ 


Once Donna had left, Sister Madelina remained at her desk for a long time, 
staring at nothing. Finally, she picked up the phone and placed a call. 


“Yes, Sister Madelina,’ the voice on the other end of the phone said. 

‘I need your help.’ 

“What can I do for you?’ 

‘I have someone who wants to leave the convent, but has nowhere to go. Can 
you help?’ 

“What’s her name?’ 

‘Initially she had no idea of who she is but has since recalled that her name is 
Donna Rees.’ 

‘Did you say Donna Rees?’ 

“Yes. Do you know of her?’ 

‘If she is the person I am thinking, yes.’ 

‘Can you send me a picture?’ 

‘Yes.’ 


Seconds later Sister Madelina had forwarded a photo of Donna and the 
receiver, whilst deciding the best course of action, thought about the Donna Rees he 
knew. He remembered how beautiful she had been when he had first met her. He 
recalled how he was saddened when he had learnt that Donna had been naively lured 
to Nigeria. Donna had it all; money and a caring boyfriend Jeff, but their relationship 
had become strained. Almost overnight, she had lost trust in her toy boy. The man 
sighed. What a fool. 


‘Do you know her,’ Sister Madelina asked. 

‘She looks familiar.’ 

‘I hate to have bothered you about this,’ Sister Madelina apologised, “but the 
child is determined...’ 

“You did the right thing,’ the man assured her. ‘Does she remember anything 
of her past?’ 

‘No. The poor dear ...” Sister Madelina replied as she walked over to the 
window where several nuns were working in the garden. ‘She’s out there now.’ 
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‘I need more time to think about this,’ the man said. ‘Meanwhile do what you 
can to keep her there. I'll get back to you.’ # 
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Chapter 17- 00 catch a thief 


Kent, England 
10" May, 
Saturday 08:00 


(CF wo months after Donna had walked out on Jeff, the latter talked to her on 
the phone. Having heard she was pregnant, he was curious to know if the 
baby was his. Donna was quick to confirm he was not the father. 
sanuvugu that was a lie, he did not argue and understood it was time for him to move 
on. He had continued to stay in the house and Donna was happy for that to be the 
case. Seven months later when at eight o’clock in the morning the postman delivered 
him a letter he turned it over to see who it was from. The moment he saw it was from 
Donna, he became quietly excited, and couldn't wait to read it. It was unexpectedly 
short and partly cryptic. 


Dear Soff 

® was very happy talking to you a while ago. CS) know S have let you 
down bad and no amount of apology would make up for it Please forget me 
COO § B® OO RGOLeOZ7 ' B® OO 
BOOeRZ” 1200 O& GOrR O©OO8Q DOO 
-“+@0O0O”7 

Sy the way, Betective Suspector ~stairfield came to see me. 1Ce was very helpful 


Donna 


Both Donna and Jeff knew of Detective C.J. Fairfield. Being computer literate, 
Jeff was able to decipher the coded words embedded in Donna’s letter, which read as 


follows: Please forget me “ol. S/ am in danger! ©) am trapped! 1Celp me and our 
son Leron! 


Donna had finally mastered the courage to ask Jeff for assistance and more 
importantly, told him that Aeron was in fact his son. Immediately Jeff had finished 
reading the letter, he realised it could not have been easy for Donna to swallow her 
pride, but this was not the time to judge her. She needed help and he was going to 
give it to her. He immediately rang Donna and couldn’t wait to hear her voice. He 
could hear the phone ringing but couldn’t understand why she was not answering. Bad 
thoughts kept creeping in and out of his mind. Pacing up and down in his bedroom he 
impatiently waited for Donna to respond. After multiple unsuccessful tries, he gave 
up. He was sure something terrible has happened to Donna. 

That morning Jeff did not go to work and missed the meeting he had planned 
with his boss Larry Latterman. When he didn’t arrive, Sophia, Latterman’s sexy 
secretary rang. 

‘Mr. Latterman is waiting for you, Jeff,’ said Sophia. 
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‘Tell him I won’t be coming in today.’ 
‘Oh! Are you not well?’ 

‘Something more serious has come up.’ 
“Can you elaborate?’ 

‘No,’ and Jeff cut off. 


When Mr. Latterman was informed about it he initially grumbled, but quickly 
realised that something serious was amiss. 
‘Sophia, get Jeff on the line for me, will you!’ 


When the phone rang again Jeff was too preoccupied so he let the phone ring. 
When it continued to ring, he decided to answer the call. 

‘Latterman here, is that you Jeff?’ 

“Yes Sir.’ 

“You know our meeting this morning was an important one, can you tell me 
what has held you back?’ 


Jeff explained the alarming content of the letter he had received from Donna. 
They spoke for almost half an hour. 

‘Have you contacted the police?’ Mr. Latterman asked. 

‘I was about to drive to Kent police station and find Detective Inspector C.J. 
Fairfield...’ 

‘Get on with it and keep me posted if you don’t mind.’ 

“Will do, Sir.’ 


Normally it should take him ten minutes to get there, but on that day the traffic 
was almost at a stand still and all he could do was to stay behind the wheel and will 
for the congestion to clear. He switched on to Radio 2 hoping the soft music would 
calm him down but switched it off immediately. An hour later he was still stuck in 
traffic. He saw a side road coming up which he could take as an alternative route, he 
honked the car in front of him to move forward, but the driver of course couldn’t and 
gave him two fingers. Whilst sitting there he had an idea. He opened his car door, got 
out and as he was about to abandoned the car, the police officer controlling the traffic 
spotted him and swiftly ordered him to get back into his car. He tried to explain to the 
police officer that he was in a hurry, but his plea fell on deaf ears. Fifteen minutes 
later, the traffic had crept forward enough for him to take an exit on the left and got to 
the police station. He approached the desk sergeant. 

‘I would like to see Detective Inspector Fairfield, urgently please,’ Jeff said. 

‘I’m afraid, the detective is away, can I help?’ desk sergeant, Bill Langley, 
said. 

‘Ts he still in Nigeria?’ 

‘Nigeria, Sir?’ Sergeant Langley echoed with a frown. 

‘T understand seven months ago he was there.’ 

‘Tam sorry, Sir, you are incorrect, the Detective has been here all the time 
working on an important case; today just happened to be his day off.’ 


Jeff showed Sergeant Langley, Donna’s letter. ‘I see. Who is that lady?’ 
Sergeant Langley asked. 
‘Donna is my girlfriend...err...my ex-girlfriend, and both she and I know 
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Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield—not personally but we have seen him on TV.’ 

‘Then whoever Donna talked to must have been a double, most probably a 
good one I might add.’ 

‘Have you spoken to this Donna lately?’ 

‘IT have tried several times but she is not answering her mobile.’ 

‘Maybe she doesn’t want to talk to you!’ 

‘Maybe she is no longer able to; maybe she is dead, maybe...’ Jeff snapped 
back, looking desperate. 


‘Please calm down, Sir,’ Sergeant Langley said and reassured Jeff that 
Detective Inspector Fairfield would get in touch with him tomorrow. 
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Jeff was still living in Donna’s mansion situated in a secluded area at Ditton 
place, off the London road, not far away from the police station. The mansion was a 
five-level house made of old stone and plaster. Two levels below the main house were 
a garage and an old cave used as a wine cellar. A stone staircase led to upstairs 
bedrooms, a library room filled with leather bound books, and a tiled-roof terrace. The 
entire house was furnished in English antiques and a bust of Sir Winston Churchill. 
Jeff was proud of that splendid asymmetrical piece of architecture. 

Ten minutes after arriving home, Jeff heard the doorbell. He checked the 
viewer screen and he was surprised to see Dr. Darago standing there. What on earth, 
is he doing in Kent? He wondered. How could he have the audacity to show his face 
after robbing me of Donna? He murmured as he opened the door. 

‘Hello Jeff, my old friend,’ Dr. Darago said, with a smile on his face. 

‘Hi,’ Jeff said dryly as he stared at him. 

‘Aren’t you going to invite me in, old pal?’ 

Resisting the urge to close the door in his face, he bit his lower lip and said, 
“come in.’ 


Jeff hesitantly moved aside to let Dr. Darago inside. The latter could feel there 
was a definite love lost between them, but he held his tongue, as he rather expected it 
and relieved himself of his overcoat before parking his rather large backside on a 
two-seater leather arm chair. 

“What brings you here,’ Jeff asked wanting to get this visit over quickly. 

‘Okay, I can see you are pleased to see me,’ he said with sarcasm. ‘I'll get to 
the point... Now that my wife, Donna, is dead...’ 

‘Donna is dead?’ Jeff echoed, ‘How...When?’ 

‘Oh, three days ago, maternal infection... am sorry I thought you 
knew...How silly of me... How could you know. You two haven’t spoken since she 
left you for me, I guess,’ with another touch of sarcasm in his voice. 

After a long silence, ‘When did you and Donna get married?’ 

‘Oh, as soon as she told me she was having my child...nine months 
ago...Here take a look.’ Dr. Darago handed a faked certificate to Jeff. 

Jeff saw it was indeed a marriage certificate. ‘Is that genuine?’ 

Dr. Darago smiled. “But of course.’ 

‘Congratulations. So have you come to gloat?’ 
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‘No, I am here to evict you... Well, it looks like a huge and beautiful house, 
but I don’t have a need for it...I’1l happily sell it to you if you can afford it.’ 

‘I guess for my soul, you bastard!’ 

‘That’s not a nice thing to say to the husband of someone who let you stay in 
this house rent free. Where are your manners?’ 


Jeff was very angry and wanted to punch Dr. Darago on the nose but the latter, 
who was bigger and stronger than him, would have knocked him down for six. Before 
leaving, he gave Jeff one week to vacate the property. 
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The next day Jeff answered the door and before the caller had even introduced 
himself, Jeff said come in, inspector Fairfield. ‘Thank you for responding so quickly, 
Inspector.’ 

“You seem to know me, have we met before.’ 

‘Not personally, but we’ve seen you on TV.’ 

‘Ah ha! Erh...who is we?’ 

*...my girlfriend, correction, my ex-girlfriend Donna and I.’ 

‘IT see. So what is the problem?’ 

Jeff took a deep breath. ‘Well, as I’ve explained to Sergeant Langley...’ 

‘Oh you spoke to Sergeant Langley, did you?’ 

‘T actually came to see you but you weren’t there... anyway, I received a 
troubling letter from Donna...’ 

‘Can I see the letter, please?’ 


Jeff fetched the letter and handed it over. 

After a quick read, he said, ‘Fancy Donna being fooled, by someone passing 
himself as me?’ 

“You mean you did not go to see her?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘That what Sergeant Langley said... What are you going to do?’ Jeff asked. 

‘Well, in the first instance, I’ll contact Interpol to check Donna’s situation. . .if 
necessary I’ll fly to Nigeria myself... Meanwhile talk to no one about this.’ 

‘Oh, Donna is dead.’ 

“You don’t know that.’ 

‘But I do.’ 

“You do? How?’ 

“Yesterday a certain Dr. Darago paid me a visit and he told me. He apparently 
married Donna and he came to evict me from this house, as he wants to sell it. He has 
given me a week to vacate the property.’ 

‘T see. I'll run a check and we’ll talk again.’ 
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Later that day, as Jeff was going house hunting, he saw Detective Inspector 
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Fairfield standing on his doorstep and he was somewhat surprised. 

‘After talking to you this morning, I didn’t expect to see you back so soon,’ 
Jeff said. 

‘I beg your pardon,’ Detective Inspector Fairfield said, ‘I’ve just come on duty 
and Sergeant Langley told me you came to see me yesterday, so here I am...’ 

Jeff cut in. ‘Erhm... if it wasn’t you... so who was... oh gosh, it can’t be...’ 

“What’s the problem?’ 


Suddenly Jeff wondered if the previous person he saw was an imposter, who 
had made a fool of him, if not then the person in front of him must be a fake. He was 
shortly confused. What can I do to determine who was who? He thought. 

‘Erm... can I see your ID please?’ 

‘Of course,’ Detective Inspector Fairfield said and handed Jeff an official UK 
ID card—a shinny plastic card containing a crest, under which rested his passport-size 
photo, and on the right of the photo was his name, gender, date of birth, ID number 
and signature. 


After examining the card, ‘It looks genuine,’ Jeff mumbled. Still he was not 
completely convinced and decided to double check by calling Sergeant Langley for 
verification. 


Sergeant Langley advised Jeff to look for a particular piece of information that 
would give him a cast iron proof that he was talking to the real detective Fairfield. 

Jeff wasted no time in asking a pertinent question that only the real Inspector 
Fairfield would know. ‘Who is The Duchess?’ 

‘Oh, it’s the name of my car, given to me by my wife. Why you ask?’ 

‘Just establishing that you are who you say you are.’ 

“Well, am I?’ 

‘Hmmm... Yes, it does appear you are the real Detective Inspector Fairfield.’ 

‘Thank you for coming to that conclusion... now can we sit down and 
discussion your concerns?’ 

‘Please, come inside,’ Jeff said, as he opened his front door wider to let the 
inspector enter. 


‘Sergeant Langley told me, you are concerned about your girlfriend Donna...’ 
Jeff interrupted, ‘Ex girl friend actually.’ 
‘Okay. Now, fill me in.’ 


Jeff explained his case to the inspector, and revealed how Dr. Darago had 
robbed him of his girl friend and how he had come back giving him a week to vacate 
the house. 

‘I see. Now, I understand this Donna sent you a letter, can I take a look at it?’ 

‘Erhm... no you can’t, the guy who pretended to be you took it...but it was a 
short letter and I can paraphrase what was in it.’ 

“Go on.’ 

‘She said you went to see her and you were very helpful. She apologized for 
letting me down and in coded words, she wrote: - please forget me not. I am in 
danger! I am trapped! Help me and our son, Aeron.’ 

‘Could anyone else break the coded words?’ 

“Well, when I deciphered the coded words’, I pencilled them down on the 


letter.’ 

‘Okay. They say everyone has a double somewhere in this world, and I am 
sure the person who has been impersonating me is Thomas Sterling.’ 

“You know that Tho... Thomas Sterling?’ 

“We have been investigating him for a while. He fooled Donna just as he 
succeeded in fooling you and the fact that both he and that Dr. Darago are here in the 
U.K. makes thing slightly easy, but having said this, we need to act quickly. 
Erhm...can you tell me which bank Donna kept her money and the name of her 
solicitor, please?’ 

‘Yes,’ Jeff said and provided the information. 

The inspector went into pensive mode for a moment then said; ‘Now this is 
what I want you to do. For your personal safety move out of this house immediately 
and here is a password I want you to use, to check my identity each time we meet or 
talk... These people are professional scammers. We will beat them at their own game 
and put them where they belong.’ 

‘Thank you for helping.’ 

‘Let me know your new address and call me on this number anytime,’ 
Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield handed Jeff his business card, and left. 


Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield went straight to the police station. As he got 
near reception counter, desk sergeant Langley looked at him. 

‘Ah, Inspector Fairfield, good afternoon... there is a gentleman here to see 
you.’ 

‘A gentleman? ... In here?’ Inspector Fairfield repeated jokingly. 

‘Yes, he is waiting in your office.’ 

‘Does that gentleman have a name?’ 

‘A certain Mr. Charles Gray.’ 


The name meant nothing to Inspector Fairfield, yet he felt as if it ought to. He 
opened his office door and entered to see an old-looking man with flecks of grey in 
his hair and candid blue eyes, sitting in the old rattan armchair and clutching a file 
tightly. The man stood up, 

‘Hello Inspector Fairfield, I-I trust you still remember me!’ the man stated 
humbly. ‘We met briefly five years ago, at a conference in Harrogate.’ 

‘Of course I do, Mr. Gray,’ Inspector Fairfield said as he shook his hand 
warmly. He immediately pressed him for a drink, ‘erhm... a cup of coffee?.. tea?.. or 
something stronger?’ 

‘A cup of coffee would do nicely.’ 


At this moment, Sergeant Langley entered carrying a tray containing a jug of 
hot water, sachets of coffee, milk, sugar and a pack of biscuits. Inspector Fairfield was 
impressed how the sergeant could have guessed the required beverage. It was 
inconceivable to Inspector Fairfield that a true English man like Gray could prefer 
coffee over a nice British brew. 

‘As I recall you are a private investigator (PI) Mr. Gray.’ 

‘Yes, but I am retiring in three months time.’ 

‘Splendid. So you came to see an old contact. I appreciate it.’ 

‘Actually, it is a bit more than that, Inspector Fairfield. To be honest I need 
your help.’ 

‘Money?.. A loan?.. A contribution of some sort?..’ 
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Gray intervened in a horrified voice, ‘Oh my goodness, nothing of that sort.’ 

‘In that case, I beg your pardon,’ Inspector Fairfield apologised, immediately. 

‘ll come to the point... it’s the Elizabeth Fish case. I’m sure you have read 
about it.’ 

‘Ah ha! What about it?’ 

‘Her death...’ 

‘She was poisoned I believe.’ 

‘Indeed. The question is why?’ 

“You know something I should know Mr. Gray?’ 

Mr. Gray adjusted his position. ‘Firstly she was my daughter-in-law and a 
good friend of Ms Donna Rees, whom she went to see in Lagos and who is now also 
recorded as being dead. A case I believe you are investigating.’ 

“You think the two deaths are connected?’ 

‘That is what I initially thought,’ Gray said. 

‘Ms Donna Rees was not killed?’ 

‘No she wasn’t.’ 


Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield felt no desire to discuss the case with Gray 
but was happy to listen to the latter and learn what he knew. 

‘How did Ms Donna Rees die?’ 

‘Her medical record indicates she died of maternal death from an infection 
but...’ 

‘I take it you dispute that?’ 

‘T certainly do. Donna Rees was a victim of an elaborate scam, involving 
deception and murder of the lowest order but I have evidence that she might be alive.’ 

‘Oh really! Why did you not come to see me earlier?’ Inspector Fairfield 
asked, suspiciously. 

‘Because I wanted to collect all the facts I could get first,’ Gray replied. 


There was a moment or two of silence. 


Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield gazed at Gray, the colour on the latter’s face 
deepened. His blue eyes clearly suggested that he was an honest man and a serious 
one too, a man with a mission, who wanted to see justice done. After handing over the 
file to the inspector, Gray stood up. 

‘It is down to you now, Inspector Fairfield,’ 

‘Thank you for your visit,’ said the Inspector. 


Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield opened the door and watched Gray leave. He 
immediately looked through the file and compared the information it contained with 
what he had already gathered. He was particularly taken aback reading Donna’s 
personal diary, in which she had clearly recorded her conversation with Dr. Darago 
regarding his involvement in the death of Elizabeth, the detailed story of her 
experience while she was giving birth in hospital. Inspector Fairfield read with great 
interest Donna’s account of how she suspected that Minika was slowly poisoning her, 
including her discovery of a plot to murder her. ‘I have to get out of here...,’ was the 
last unfinished sentence Donna had written in the diary. That entry does tend to 
suggest that Donna was alive, hiding somewhere? C.J. Fairfield thought. 

One thing was for sure, the sooner the scammers were brought to justice, the 
better it would be for all those vulnerable people out there, Inspector C.J. Fairfield 


reasoned. Dr. Darago’s idea of using Thomas Sterling as a perfect double was very 
clever, he thought. He wondered if he could use that trick to his advantage in his 
endeavour to trap the notorious doctor. 

Once captured, C.J. Fairfield knew he had a solid case against the scammers. 
Knowing that both Thomas Sterling and Dr. Darago were in the UK was a stroke of 
luck as it made his task easier.2 


109 


Chapter 18- I gotcha 


London, England 


13" May, 


Monday, 09:30 


110 


t the Ritz hotel where both Dr. Darago and Thomas Sterling were staying, 

they were reconsidering their plan. 

‘Doctor,’ Thomas said nervously to Dr. Darago as he handed him Donna’s 

letter, which he had retrieved from Jeff. ‘The British fuzz is on to us, man; 
your wife should never have posted that letter to Jeff.’ 

“You are right my wife made a catastrophic mistake; this bitch Donna has 
cleverly put one over us.’ 

‘So, Ahriman is not your son, after all?’ Thomas pointed out. 

‘No! That bitch really conned me into believing she was carrying my child and 
stupidly I believed her.’ After a short pause, ‘you know Thomas I had noticed 
Ahriman had none of my features, yet I brushed it aside... Now it all makes 
sense...What a bitch? Women!’ 

Thomas questioned, ‘if you had this doubt why didn’t you request a paternity 
test?’ 

‘On reflection I should have asked for one. Anyway, let’s not dwell on it. Now 
is not the time to be distracted.’ 

‘Let me level with you,’ Sterling said to Dr. Darago. ‘When you asked me to 
accompany you to England I was excited, because not having been to England before, 
I saw it as an opportunity to meet at least one of these beautiful women you talked 
about...’ 

‘Ah ha! Yourre feeling horny is it? Let me tell you I can pick up the phone, 
call room service and within minutes they would send two gorgeous chicks that would 
satisfy our wildest dreams. However, I think there is plenty of time for that later. Our 
primary task now is to complete what we came here to do, then, we will have good 
reason and time to celebrate.’ 

‘I doubt it... You know, I have read about this Detective Inspector Fairfield... 
he is Columbo and Sherlock Holmes wrapped into one,’ said Thomas. ‘He has a 
reputation of being persistent and has a high success rate in solving cases... on second 
thought, please let’s get out of here, now.’ 

‘Look, Thomas, since we are already here, why can’t we just go to the bank 
and transfer all Donna’s money into my personal account and on our way back to the 
hotel we can quickly pass by a estate agent and put the sale of Donna’s house in their 
hands, job done.’ 

‘Oh no, forget the house, man...this woman Donna is worth millions. After 
you have got the bank to wire all her money into your account, it would be a great 
enough coup, and we should then get the hell out of here immediately, before this 
detective gets to us.’ 

“You mean not to bother with the house sale?’ 

Thomas had a worried look and in a pleading voice said, “Yes, please forget 
the house, man.’ 
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‘It is unlike you to lose your nerve like this, Thomas.’ 

‘T’m shitting in my pants, man. I really don’t want to spend the remainder of 
my life in Holloway prison.’ 

“There is certainly no chance of that.’ 

“What makes you so sure?’ 

‘Because it is a women only prison, idiot.’ 

“Oh, really?’ 

“Yes, it has been since 1902.’ 

‘Some other prisons then,’ Sterling rebutted, brushing his embarrassment aside 
and added, ‘I understand there are some very high security prisons in the UK that can 
be compared with Alcatraz...’ 

‘Okay I don’t want to finish off in prison either! If it makes you feel any 
better, I have promised Minika, this will be the last job. Once we return to Nigeria, I 
plan to sell the Garden of Eden, and retire into the sunset...Brazil perhaps.’ 

“Why Brazil?’ 

‘There is no extradition treaty in place. Even Inspector Fairfield with all his 
wit and determination would not be able to get at me...Erhm... you can come with us, 
if you like and you too would be beyond his grip.’ 

‘Oh man, I am shaking. Any moment now I’1l be pissing in my pants.’ 

‘Okay, how about you stay here, I’ll go to the bank then to the estate agent. If I 
am not back in an hour you make your way to the airport?’ 

‘Alright! Be careful man and hurry up.’ 


38 2 3k 


BACK AT KENT POLICE STATION, Detective Inspector Fairfield had a 
plan of his own. Would his wealth of knowledge on how scammers like Dr. Darago 
tend to operate help him catch this cheating doctor and put him behind bars, where he 
belonged? 

Countless women, who’d fell victim to Dr. Darago’s scamming activities, had 
been praying for inspector Fairfield to succeed in his endeavour. Seeing Dr. Darago 
locked up would be a small consolation for them. Besides going on TV and warning 
the public on how they can protect themselves from being deceived, Inspector 
Fairfield had also put together a thick dossier of evidence against Dr. Darago. Whilst 
he was going through the dossier, the phone rang and he picked up the receiver. 

‘Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield, here.’ 

‘Hi, I am Tim Hawks, manager of Lloyds bank. Dr. Darago has just left the 
bank. He requested that Ms. Donna Rees’s entire fund be wired to his personal 
account in Nigeria.’ 

‘Did he now? How audacious! Did you complete the transfer?’ 

“Yes, just as you instructed. We have video footage of him making the request 
and completing all relevant documentations.’ 

“Will he be able to access the money in Nigeria?’ 

‘Nope. I have instructed the Bank Manager in Nigeria to put a freeze on 
it...Erh... Surely you are going to stop him before he gets out of the country?’ 

“This is the plan, but just in case...’ 
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Dr. Darago was unexpectedly caught up in heavy traffic forcing him to sit 
rather impatiently in his hired black 4x4 BMW X6 SUV. Checking his watch, he 
found he was already ten minutes late getting back to the Ritz hotel, London. He rang 
the hotel and the receptionist told him that Thomas had already checked out of his 
room. His attempt to reach him on his mobile failed; he got the annoying message 
telling him to “please, try later”. 

The Estate Agent told Dr. Darago due to recession house sales had slowed 
down, thus it was going to take some time before he found a buyer for Donna’s 
mansion. To enable a quick sale he would need to lower the price. Dr. Darago agreed 
and went further by doubling the agent’s commission if he could find a buyer within a 
fortnight. He toyed with the idea of staying in London for a further two weeks. 
Conscious that Detective Inspector Fairfield was on his tail, he concluded that it 
would be prudent for him to leave U.K. for Nigeria immediately. After settling his 
hotel bill, he hurriedly left the Ritz hotel and went straight to the airport. 
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Air France AF1581 scheduled to take off from London Heathrow at 11:50 had 
already landed when Dr. Darago was wheeling his suitcase towards the check-in 
counter. The airport was buzzing with activity. Some travellers were walking around 
while others were in line waiting impatiently for their turn. After placing his suitcase 
on the weighing scale and picking up his boarding pass, he went through immigration 
and was relieved to go through unimpeded. Once he was in the departure lounge, he 
scanned around for Thomas but could not find him. He took a seat next to an old man 
who was busy reading a newspaper and waited nervously to board the airplane. His 
thought briefly drifted on Minika, his faithful wife who had helped him with his 
deceitful scheme and couldn’t wait to get back to her. Whilst visualising himself 
laying on a sandy beach next to his wife and son, soaking in the sun, a voice coming 
from a loud speaker, inviting the passengers to line up, pulled him out of his reverie. 

Since Dr. Darago was a Business Class passenger, he and others like him were 
first to board the aircraft. As he was walking down the corridor leading to the plane, 
Dr. Darago for some reason kept looking behind him to see if the dreaded Detective 
Inspector C.J. Fairfield was following him. Once he got on to the plane and took his 
seat, he willed himself to relax. After the captain had made his welcoming address to 
the passengers, he began to move the aircraft into position for take off. The seat where 
Thomas Sterling would have sat was still empty, causing Dr. Darago to complain to 
the flight attendant. 

‘Hostess,’ Dr. Darago said, ‘my friend who should have been sitting opposite 
me is missing.’ 

‘Oh, I am sorry about that, Sir, we can’t wait. It is important that we take off 
on time to allow another aircraft to taxi in our place.’ 

‘But we must,’ he raised him voice. 

‘Sir, would you please calm down and don’t shout at me,’ the flight attendant 
said as courteously as she could. 

‘Tam sorry, but you don’t understand...’ Dr. Darago objected as he undid his 
seatbelt. 


‘Sir, fasten your seatbelt,’ the flight attendant said in a stern voice. 


Dr. Darago looked straight into her eyes and refused to be intimidated. Just as 
he was about to respond, he heard the Captain announcing that there was going to be a 
fifteen-minute delay and apologised for it. The news calmed Dr. Darago. After 
fastening his seatbelt, he pulled out his cell phone and composed Minika’s number. 

‘Minika speaking,’ the voice on the other end of the line said. 

‘It’s me,’ said Dr. Darago. ‘How are you?’ 

‘Nervous, worried about you...’ 

‘No need to be concerned, I am in the plane flying back.’ 

‘Oh good...Erm... everything went okay then?’ 

“Yes. How is Ahriman doing?’ 

‘He is quite a handful but adorable...I was wondering...’ 


There were sudden movements taking place outside the plane, which 
distracted Dr. Darago. He placed his head closer to the porthole and saw men on the 
ground busy moving a mobile air stairs against the aircraft. Keen to see what was 
going on, he ended the call to Minika abruptly. As the door of the aircraft opened, a 
tall man entered, walked to seat 6D and sat opposite Dr. Darago. The man was 
breathless and seconds later, he displayed a broad smile. 

‘Hello, Thomas,’ Dr. Darago greeted him. ‘How come you are so late?’ 

‘The damn taxi driver, man, he took me to Gatwick airport. He then had to 
double back to Heathrow airport. As if that was not bad enough, when I'd arrived at 
the check-in desk, that damn Detective Inspector Fairfield apprehended me, took me 
into a room, and began to interrogate me. ’ 

‘Really! Youare lucky he let you go and the plane didn’t leave without you.’ 

‘Tam lucky indeed...’ 

‘What kind of questions did he ask?’ 

‘All sorts, man.’ 

Before he could elaborate further, a flight attendant cut in. ‘Sir,’ she said, 
‘could you both please fasten your seat belt, we are preparing to take off.’ 


They both complied immediately. 

‘Did you manage to get to the bank and transfer the money?’ 

‘Oh Yeah!’ said Dr. Darago. ‘Everything went smoothly after I showed the 
Bank Manager the marriage and death certificates... He was such a dumb ass,’ Dr. 
Darago chuckled. ‘He couldn’t tell they were fakes.’ 

‘But, the death certificate wasn’t, Donna is dead?’ 

‘She is, however, not of maternal death.’ 

‘Oh, that’s news to me...erh... she died of what then?’ 

Dr. Darago whispered, ‘slow poisoning, my friend... you see, after the baby 
was born, clever Minika decided... well, she was not going to have Donna sticking 
around, was she? Donna had to be muted...Did you know, they say even if a child is 
separated from its mother the day it’s born, it never forgets her voice?’ 

‘Ts that really true?’ 

‘Minika thinks so. That’s why Donna had to go.’ 

‘I must say, you two have thought of everything...By the way, what about the 
Estate Agent, did you approach one?’ 

“Yes. The manager was great. He took personal responsibility in listing 
Donna’s mansion. To get a quick sale he asked me to reduce the price which I did and 
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I also told him if he sells it within two weeks I'll double his commission.’ 

‘That was good thinking... So you are planning to come back soon to sign the 
contract?’ 

Dr. Darago grimaced and gestured with his hand. ‘Oh, no need, the agent will 
send it to me by post.’ 

‘Can he do that? I mean is it legal?’ 

“Well, with money you can buy anything and anyone!’ 

“You know there is one thing I never understood...’ 

“What’s that?’ 

‘Ms. Elizabeth Fish, why did she have to die?’ 

‘That bitch was trouble. She was poking her nose in affairs that did not 
concern her.’ 

‘IT see. So, we’re almost home and dry, then?’ 

‘We certainly are, Thomas...the so called wise and famous Detective 
Inspector Fairfield would be as sick as a parrot when he discovers I, the one and only 
Dr. Darago, as you guys like to call me, put one on him,’ Dr. Darago said with a 
chuckle. 

‘Erhm...I won’t be too sure of that.’ 

‘What?’ Dr. Darago frowned as he felt the contempt in the voice. ‘What do 
you mean, Thomas?’ 

‘I mean you are busted.’ 

‘Busted?’ Dr. Darago echoed. 

“Which part of the word busted did not you understand?’ Detective Inspector 
Fairfield questioned. 


Dr. Darago’s facial expression suddenly changed as it dawned on him that it 
was check and mate. ‘You aren’t...’ 

A delighted Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield nodded. ‘Oh yes you got it, I 
am,’ he said with a triumphant grin. 


An astounded Dr. Darago was lost for words when he realised he had just 
confessed to murder and implicated his wife Minika. He stammered, ‘Erh... You—you 
can’t arrest me, you got nothing on me.’ 

‘Are you sure, you scum?’ Detective Inspector Fairfield replied firmly with a 
touch of bitterness in his voice. ‘You and your wife Minika are going to prison for 
embezzlement and double murder.’ 

Dr. Darago stared angrily at the inspector and voiced, ‘who are we supposed 
to have murdered?’ 

‘Ms. Elizabeth Fish and Donna Rees, of course.’ 

‘You’ve got no proof,’ shouted Dr. Darago dismissively. 


Detective Inspector Fairfield pulled out a tape recorder from his pocket and 
played a recording of their conversation. Dr. Darago could not believe that whilst he 
thought he was talking to his friend and accomplice Thomas Sterling (Detective 
Inspector Fairfield look-alike) he had in fact foolishly admitted his fraudulent 
activities and participation in murder to the real Detective Inspector C.J. Fairfield in a 
recorded conversation. 

‘Tape confession is very persuasive in Court,’ the inspector said. ‘Not to 
mention the huge dossier of evidence that I have collected on you since I received 
complaints about you from multiple women who have sadly fallen victim to your 


tricks, deceits and lies.’ 


Dr. Darago was flabbergasted to realise the long arm of the law may have 
taken its time but had finally caught up with him as it nearly always does. The door of 
the airplane opened allowing Inspector Fairfield to escort Dr. Darago out of the plane. 
The latter was tempted to run but changed his mind when he saw several law 
enforcement officers standing at the bottom of the air stairs. He submitted himself to 
the officers, and they ushered him to a room where he saw the real Thomas Sterling 
sitting on a chair, handcuffed. He hesitantly sat down next to his accomplice. Filled 
with conflicting emotions, he was unable to speak. Dumfounded, his eyes drifted onto 
a laughing photograph of Abraham Lincoln encased in a frame hanging proudly on 
the wall with the following inspirational caption: You can fool all of the people some 
of the time, some of the people all the time, but you cannot fool all the people all 
of the time! 

Dr. Darago simply shook his head as he struggled to suppress an embarrassing 
grin. 
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IN BLACK KNIGHT STREET, Jeff Larson was sitting in his rental bed-sit 
having a cool beer, when the door bell rang. As he opened the door he quickly 
remembered what he was told the last time he met the real Inspector Fairfield. 

‘Hello,’ Jeff said looking seriously at the person resembling Inspector 
Fairfield. ‘Password please.’ 

Inspector C.J. Fairfield grinned. ‘Lion King.’ 

Jeff nodded with a smile. ‘Come in Inspector Fairfield.’ 

‘How are you keeping?’ the inspector asked. 

‘Surviving.’ 

‘Well, I have good news. I have come to tell you that...’ 

’ Jeff cut in, ‘I know you’ve apprehended Dr. Darago.’ 

Inspector Fairfield nodded, ‘and Thomas Sterling too,’ he added. 

‘What about Minika?’ 

‘All in good time, Mr. Larson, all in good time.’ 

‘If Minika is taken into custody what would become of my son?’ 

‘Most likely he would be taken to a foster home.’ 

‘Oh no.’ 

‘The sale of the house has been cancelled. Feel free to move back. This is 
what Donna would have wanted.’ 

‘Inspector Fairfield, I don’t want my son in foster care, can you help?’ 

‘First you would need to subject yourself to paternity tests to establish that you 
are definitely the father.’ 

“What? Why? The mother has admitted in a letter to me that I am the father.’ 

‘A letter that you do not have anymore,’ Inspector Fairfield rebutted. 


Jeff shook his head. His unwillingness to take paternity tests was because he 
was scared; scared that it could prove he was not the father after all. On a previous 
occasion when he had asked Donna if there was any chance he was the father she had 
stated no. What would have made her do that? He quietly questioned. Could it be 
when Donna said in her letter that he was the father, she was lying, if so, for what 
possible reason? He debated. 
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‘Is there no way of getting custody of my son without a paternity test,’ Jeff 
asked Inspector Fairfield. 

‘Maybe by adoption, which would take years and no there is no guarantee that 
your application would be accepted as Dr. Darago would certainly fight it... Are you 
frightened that you may not be the father or what?’ Inspector Fairfield asked. ‘To tell 
you the truth if I was in your shoes I would want to know one way or another. The test 
is a simple one and would definitely remove any doubts.’ 

‘Lam going to Nigeria to get the boy myself,’ Jeff said, feeling desperate. 

‘Use your head. This is not the time to act stupidly.’ 


After a moment of reflection, ‘You are right Inspector, I'll take the tests.’ 
‘Good decision. Then your details will be passed to Social Services and they 
would no doubt be in contact with you. Do bear in mind though, since the boy is in 
another country, custody will not happen overnight,’ he warned. 

Jeff nodded and said, ‘thank you for your support and for putting me 
straight...Erhm...how long will the process take, I mean when can I expect the test 
results?’ 

‘T will contact social services straight away and you should get results within a 
fortnight,’ Inspector Fairfield said as he stood up and headed for the door. 2 
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Chapter 19- the aftermath 


Lagos, Nigeria 
15” May, 
Wednesday, 20:00 


on IN LAGOS, Minika couldn’t understand why Dr. Darago had 
ended their phone conversation so abruptly. She expected him to ring 
back to continue the talk. When he didn’t Minika tried calling him back 

he tried hard not to think the worst but that was like asking a man 
waiting to be executed not to think of death. 

The flight from Heathrow to Lagos was only six hours fifty minutes. Minika 
had never been as scared in her entire life as she had been in the last few hours. She 
sat anxiously with her son Ahriman next to her praying for her husband’s safe return 
so that she could start enjoying the family life she had always wanted. She tried to 
keep a positive mental attitude that her dream was about to come true, despite the 
agonising tension which ran through her as she stared at the hour hand of the wall 
clock and willing it to move faster. She’d never felt that tensed before. Her 32-year- 
old mind spun in circles in its attempts to find the way she should cope. Tired of 
watching the clock she walked to the balcony and looked out across the wide-open 
stretch of her garden before her, following the gravelled pathway with her eyes all the 
way to the boundary wall. As a gentle breeze flicked about her brown-skin and long 
brunette hair, Minika’s eyes searched the bleak expanse of sky that hung above her 
property, urging it for an answer that it simply would not give. 

There was a feeling that her entire world was about to crumble. A husband 
stuck in London and she left alone with the son she had adopted as her own. What if 
the British police have arrested her husband? And the Nigerian police started to 
investigate her and the role she played? What if they started digging into the death of 
Donna Rees? 

Suddenly, she could hear the sound of a police Siren, which grew louder and 
louder. 

‘What is that noise, mother?’ Ahriman asked. 

‘It’s the police siren, my son, there must have been an accident somewhere,’ 
Minika replied wishing it was the case. 

Seconds later, a car with a blue light on its roof stopped by the gate. Inside, 
Minika felt her heart skipped a beat the moment her eyes caught hold of one of the 
two men’s face and heard his voice on the speaker. 

‘This is the police; open the gate please.’ 


With that request, Minika hurried from the balcony to the video panel 
followed by Arhiman; a look of unease suffused his sad face. As Minika hit the switch 
to unlock the gate, she dreaded what she was about to hear; in fact, her whole world 
was about to slip away from her in that uncertain moment. She was right to be fearful 
given there was more than just a single reason that made her shudder. 


Minika opened the door, and watched the two police officers getting out of a 
car and made their way towards her front door. She wondered why. Maybe they were 
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coming to tell her that her husband has been arrested. If that was the case, how would 
that impact her? All that Minika could hope was that nothing serious had happened to 
Dr. Darago. 
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‘Good afternoon,’ the officers said, thinking Minika was the housekeeper. 
‘We want a word with Mrs. Darago please.’ 

‘Tam Mrs. Darago,’ Minika confirmed, ‘what do you want to know?’ 

“You are Mrs. Darago?’ one of the officers questioned with a frown as he 
stared at her brown-skin. ‘Erhm... what happened to the other Mrs. Darago?’ 

“The other Mrs. Darago?’ Minika echoed as she stared at him with wide eyes. 

“Yes, the blonde woman from England.’ 

‘Oh, I think you mean Donna Rees?’ 

‘That’s the one. Where is she?’ 

‘Dead!’ 

‘What?’ The shocked police officer exclaimed. ‘It can’t be, the last time I saw 
her, though heavily pregnant, she looked quite healthy,’ and then glancing at 
Ahriman, ‘this fine looking boy must be her son, right?’ 

Hesitantly, Minika replied, ‘Ahriman is my son, now,’ and quickly put her left 
arm around Ahriman’s shoulder, pulling him tightly towards her. 

‘And you are?’ 

‘I told you already, I’m Mrs. Darago, Minika Darago.’ 

‘So you did,’ the officer acknowledged and added, ‘You are the second wife of 
Dr. Darago, I presume?’ 

‘First or second, who cares,’ Minika said flippantly. 


The two police officers continued questioning Minika. The more questions 
they asked the more the latter tried to avoid giving a clear answer and the more 
nervous she became, until finally she refused to respond, throwing her head into her 
hands, crying wretched tears. 

‘Mummy, don’t cry,’ Ahriman said and stepped forward towards the first 
officer, kicked him on his shin and then walked back to Minika. 

‘Watch it, young man,’ the officer said disapprovingly. 


A sobbing Minika struggled to deny any ill-doing. She wrestled with a part of 
her that felt deep shame for what she had done. 

‘We need you to accompany us to the station,’ the first police officer said and 
together with his partner they escorted Minika to the police car. 

‘Where are they taking you, mother?’ Ahriman asked, tears running down his 
cheeks. 

“What about my son, I can’t leave him alone?’ 

‘He will be taken care of,’ the second officer reassured her. 
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In detention Minika had plenty of time to reflect on her misdeeds. There were 
hardly any sign of remorse, only sadness that she got caught. Learning that crime 
doesn’t pay was a hard lesson indeed. 
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Six years later 


After he was separated from his parents and taken into foster care, young 
redhead Arhiman had not seen them during the first six years of his life. Now they 
were barely more than a blur. 

The short period of time he’d lived at the Garden of Eden with its tennis court, 
swimming pool and thirty acres of grounds not to mention the fifty-room mansion 
Arhiman was forever getting lost. As he grew older, he came to experience the reality 
of technically being an orphan living in a foster home where he was categorised as a 
shy, friendless teenager who spent most of his time in his room with no obvious 
family life, because there was no family—only the paid surrogates who sheltered him 
and the distant figure of the man who had fathered him, now locked up in a prison far 
away from Lagos. His adopted mother, Minika, was also locked up in a women 
detention centre. The carers were concerned of Ahriman’s fiery personality. He was 
Hot-Blooded, choleric, and it was obvious that the flame of passion burns within him. 

One particular afternoon whilst Ahriman was in the communal shower, a 
resident noticed the unusual cross Ahriman had on his left arm and advertised it to the 
other residents. Soon after, the residents started to tease him about it to the point that 
he felt bullied by them. Unwilling to put up with their harassments, he finally, set out 
to defend himself and to his surprise he discovered he had the ability to create and 
control fire with his mind. His pyrokinetic devilish powers stunned and worried those 
around him. 
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Whilst Minika had been able to accept her situation, for Arhiman it was 
torment. The more isolated he became the more he felt unwanted and unloved, and 
struggled to cope with his despair, and in the end he blamed himself for being 
unlovable. 

He yearned to have a relationship with his father and would hold imaginary 
conversations with him, where he would listen as Ahriman poured out his feelings. 


In the care home, he spent a lot of time researching on his parents and was 
appalled at what he discovered. Listening to gossip that Minika had killed his mother 
and stories that Dr. Darago may not be his father after all was quite upsetting. 

On his sixth birthday Ahriman was taken to visit Minika for the first time. He 
had only one question for her. 

“Why did you kill my mother?’ Ahriman asked as he set his fiery eyes on 
Minika. 

A shocked Minika replied briskly, ‘I didn’t,’ puzzled at what might have given 
him that idea. 


Having learnt stories about Minika and Donna Rees, Ahriman felt a strong 
need to punish the former for her ill-doing. As Minika looked at Ahriman and 
tentatively moved towards him, aching to hug him, tears slowly dropped from her 


eyes and caught in the wind as they ran across her cheek. She quickly wiped her 
cheek, bent down and held out her beckoning arms to Arhiman, but the latter 
immediately pulled away. He could feel the hate inside his body consuming him. He 
felt such disgust that it became an exquisite pain beyond bearing. Unable to control 
himself, his eyes fixed on Minika, in an instant, a blazing beam torched the floor 
board causing a ball of fire and without mercy swallowed Minika in a fiery pyre. She 
died. 

‘Aaaaaeron’, a lamenting voice from the past could be heard calling. 

‘Mother of miiine,’ Arhiman (AKA Aeron) answered back. 2 
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Chapter 20- rendezvous with the past 


Lagos, Nigeria 
15” August, 
Wednesday, 09:00 


LONDON, the man Sister Madelina had contacted for help has had a 
big decision to make and he took his time. Donna Rees’s appearance had 
caught him by surprise. The idea that had taken six years to come into 

as so diabolically simple that he almost laughed aloud. 
He immediately dispatched an SMS to Sister Madelina. 
Sister Madelina had stopped by Donna’s tiny room. ‘I have good news for 
you, child.’ 
“Yes?’ 
Sister Madelina chose her words carefully. ‘I have talked to someone about 
you, and he wishes to help you.’ 


Donna could feel her heart leap. ‘Help me—how?’ 
That is something he will have to tell you. But my understanding is that he is a 
very kind and generous man, a good supporter of our convent. You will be leaving 


’ 


US. 


The words sent a sudden, unexpected chill through Donna. She would be 
going out into a strange world she could not even remember. And who was her 
benefactor? 

All Sister Madelina had said was: ‘He is a very caring man. You should be 
grateful. A car will be here the day after tomorrow to take you to him.’ 


For the next two nights Donna was unable to sleep. The idea that after six long 
years she was leaving the convent and going into the world outside was suddenly 
terrifying. She felt vulnerable and lost. Please God, look after me, Donna said looking 
at the sky. 

Two days later, a car arrived at the convent gate. Donna had been awake all 
night thinking about the unknown future that lay ahead of her. Sister Madelina 
accompanied her to the gate that led to the world outside. 

‘We will pray for you. Remember, you will always have a place here.’ 

‘Thank you, Sister. I’Il remember.’ 


But in her heart, Donna knew she was never going to return. The drive from 
the convent filled Donna with a series of conflicting emotions. Whilst it was 
tremendously exciting to be out of that closed world, there was something worrying 
about the world beyond. Was she going to learn what terrible thing had happened in 
her past? Did it have anything to do with her recurring dreams? 

As the car was moving along, the countryside gave way to small villages, and 
finally they reached the middle of a beautiful bustling city. It all seemed strange and 
unreal to Donna—and yet oddly familiar. J’ve been here before, Donna thought 
excitedly. 

‘Driver, where are we?’ 
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‘This is the city of Lagos.’ 
“You mean we are in Nigeria?’ 
“Yes, ma’am.’ 


Donna vaguely remembered being in Nigeria, but still did not remember 
where she came from. 


Fifteen minutes later the car had reached an enormous building and stopped in 
front of a large white door with statues of Apollo and Diana on either side. 


The driver opened the car door for Donna and she stepped out. A man was 
waiting at the front door. 


‘Barka da safiva.’ The words for good morning in Hausa came out of 
Donna’s lips spontaneously. 

‘Barka da safiya,’ the man echoed. 

‘Are you ... are you the man I’ve come to see?’ 

‘Oh, no ma’am. I am Ola Utaka, the designated person to transport you to Mr. 
Latterman. 


‘Did you say Mr. Latterman?’ 
“Yes, Mr. Larry Latterman.’ 


It was a name that meant nothing to her. Why was he interested in helping me? 
Donna wondered. She followed Ola into a huge living room. 

As they sat down Ola said, ‘Mr. Latterman mainly resides in London, 
England, where he is waiting for you. We will be leaving this evening.’ 


Donna was still dressed as a nun. ‘I have no clothes to wear.’ 

‘No worries, the driver will take you to town to shop for something you like.’ 
‘But I have no money.’ 

‘No worries, Mr. Latterman has agreed to take care of all your expenses.’ 


Donna sank down in a sofa, wondering if she was dreaming. Who was this Mr. 
Latterman, and why was he so willing to take care of me? 


An hour later, Donna was seated in the back of the same car that she came in 
and headed for downtown Lagos. 

Donna was dazzled by the noise, bustles in the city of Lagos. Moments later 
they were passing the premier General Hospital, in Nigeria, established in the year 
1893 as a Military Hospital to take care of the British Army that was sick during the 
Colonial days. The services that were available then included General Out-Patient 
services, Surgery and Obstetrics and Gynaecology. 

‘Stop the car, please!’ Donna said. 


The driver pulled in front of the hospital. Donna was finding it difficult to 
breathe. I have been inside this hospital, Donna said aloud, her hands got sweaty. I’ve 
stayed here. 

‘I want to go in. Can you wait for me here?’ 

‘Sure, ma’am.’ The driver opened the door for her, and Donna stepped out, 
looking unsteady on her feet. 
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‘Are you okay, Ma’am?’ 


Donna did not respond. She felt as though she was on the edge of a precipice, 
about to fall into a deep hole. As she moved through the sliding doors, she saw people 
coming out and others following her in. Donna found herself instinctively following 
the corridor leading to the maternity ward. At the entrance to the ward, Donna walked 
in as though someone was guiding her. She seemed to know the layout. Everything 
looked familiar. Am J hallucinating? She stopped by a bed in a bay, J slept in this bed. 
But she could not remember when or why. 

She walked to the Ward Sister’s office door and stopped in front of it, and a 
nurse wheeling a trolley, barely missed her. 

She could recall a male voice saying: 

‘Just tell her it’s a new prescription...for her own good.’ 

‘Then what?’ she heard a woman voice asked. 

‘There would of course be questions about her unexpected death. I'll take 
care of these...’ 


Who was saying that? 


A doctor was walking towards the office door, glanced at her, and Donna was 
sure she had seen him before. 

‘Hello,’ Donna said. 

He stopped ready to listen to her. ‘Hello, can I help you?’ the doctor asked. 


Donna swallowed. She took a deep breath. ‘Have we met before?’ 
The doctor grinned. ‘Possible. I meet lots of people in my line of work.’ 


The voice sounded familiar. Donna felt her heart miss a beat. She had finally 
remembered that horrible night she overheard a plan to murder her and how she ran 
away, leaving behind her baby, to save her own life. 

“Where is my baby?’ 

‘Baby?’ 

‘Stop pretending you do not know what I am talking about,’ Donna hit back 
angrily. 


Donna had remembered another piece of her past. A nurse approached Donna 
and stopped, staring at her face with her eyes opened wide. ‘Youare...’ She gasped. 
Donna looked at her. “You know me?’ 


The nurse gazing into Donna’s face, eyes filled with horror. ‘My goodness, 
you passed away sometime ago but now you’ve come back!’ 

Donna protested, ‘no you got it wrong. I didn’t, I ran...’ 

The nurse crossed her heart, turned and fled. Donna in vain shouted, ‘come 
back,’ then she instinctively chased after her but she had disappeared. Donna rushed 
out of the hospital and got into the car. 

‘Iam Donna Rees,’ Donna said. 

‘I know Miss Rees. Shall we go?’ 


Suddenly several pieces of her past had returned. More images flooded her 
consciousness. She could see herself rushing out of the ward and entering a get away 


taxi. The taxi had come to a deserted terrain, further images were blurred. She had lost 
consciousness. 

She still could not remember who the stranger who had taken her out of the 
convent was and could not wait to meet him. But there were two things she wanted to 
do. First to get herself some clothes. After she had done so, she asked the driver to 
take her back to Ola Utaka. 
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Two hours later, when Donna had returned to the house, Ola could see a 
change in her. She suddenly appeared lively and sexy. The purple sleeveless dress she 
was wearing matched well with her skin and blonde hair. 


“Wow,” Ola gasped. ‘This is truly a sexy outfit, if you don’t mind my saying 
sO. 


Donna was too excited to sit. She began pacing up and down. ‘Minika in 
collusion with the hospital staff tried to murder me.’ 

Ola looked at Donna, with astonishment. ‘Who is Minika and why? Who in 
the hospital wanted to murder you and why? This sound all too crazy to me.’ 

‘It is complicated as I do not yet remember everything. But there is one thing I 
now remember, I gave birth to a little boy I named Aeron. When I left the hospital in a 
hurry fearing for my life I had to leave him behind. As for that woman Minika I do 
not yet recollect where she fits in.’ 

‘Tam sure your husband would have rescued your child.’ 

‘T don’t recall having a husband.’ 

Ola looked at Donna squarely in the eyes. They looked determined. 

‘Tell me, have you ever heard of the Garden of Eden?’ 

‘T have read about it in the bible.’ 

Ola grinned. ‘There is a private well secluded place not far from here known 
by that name. It was in the news a few years back.’ 

‘Can you take me there?’ 

“We don’t have the time, besides, as I recall the police declared it a restricted 
area.” 


Ola watched the blood drain from Donna’s face. The latter suddenly felt her 
legs were giving way and she sank into a sofa. 

“Why is the place restricted?’ 

‘Look I have probably told you more than I should.’ 


Donna frowned. ‘I don’t understand. If you know something why don’t you 
want to tell me?’ 

‘My brief is to get you on that plane and deliver you to Mr. Latterman. This is 

what I plan to do. Talking about plane you better get ready, because we do not 

want to miss our flight.’ 

“You better cancel the trip. I have no intention of flying until I have found my 


> 


son. 


Ola got up from his seat and stood close to Donna. ‘Look you must not miss 
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this flight. This is Nigeria. I appreciate you want your son. I doubt if his life is at risk. 
However, now that you are in the outside world and the hospital is aware you are 
alive; your life is definitely in danger, especially, if as you said, someone wanted you 
dead. Let’s get you safe first.’ 

‘Are you saying staying in Lagos is not an option?’ 

‘That’s exactly what I am saying and Mr. Latterman believes that too.’ 

“Why England and who is that Mr. Latterman?’ 

‘Mr. Latterman is a very influential man, but most of his influences are where 

he is, that is England.’ 

‘Tam sorry if I am appearing ungrateful, but...’ 

‘T understand. I know leaving your son behind is so hard for a mother to do,’ 

Ola said sympathetically. 

‘Thank you for your understanding.’ 

‘Let’s go and have something to eat.’ 
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Donna was beginning to believe this Mr. Latterman was her lifeline. Without 
him she would probably have remained in that convent, living a sheltered life and 
memories of her past would have most likely remained locked. Once she met her 
benefactor, she would be able to tell him about her son and enlist his help. 

That evening, Ola took Donna to the airport. She was pleasantly surprised when 
she realised Ola was travelling with her. Once they were on the plane, Ola contacted 
Mr. Latterman. ‘Donna will be with you in six and a half hours or so.’ 

Donna was pleasantly surprised to discover they were the only two passengers. 
The plane took off at Murtala Muhammed Airport Two, at 21:00 hrs as planned. The 
roar of the engines had frightened Donna a little, but once the plane was well in the 
air, she closed her eyes. 
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Chapter 21- rendezvous with the past (Contd.) 


London, England 
15” August, 
Wednesday, 05:00 


n the early morning, Ola and Donna had reached London and were 
@y/ making their way to their final destination. It all seemed strangely 
familiar to Donna. When they’d reached a large secluded gated house, 
through a black and gold iron gate, around a circular fountain and stopped 
before a huge two storey mansion. 

When Larry Latterman had heard a car approaching, he’d left his desk, moved to 
the window and watched Donna getting out of the car. Once he could see her face, he 
nearly choked and moved back to his desk. 

Ola followed Donna to the door where the housekeeper, Chin Ying, was 
waiting to welcome her. 

‘Good morning, ma’am.’ 

‘Good morning. I am here to...’ 

Chin Ying quickly intervened, ‘I know. Mr. Latterman is expecting you.’ 


Donna had arrived at a house she had never been to meet someone she can’t 
recall ever meeting. She followed Chin Ying, passing a wide corridor with beautiful 
paintings hanging on the walls and leather chairs on either side. A red carpet covered 
the middle section of the floor. As they approached the spiral staircase, Chin Ying 
stopped. 

‘After you, ma’am,’ she said reverently. 


When they had reached the study, Chin Ying knocked once and signalled to 
Donna to go in. There were several bookcases containing leather-bound books lining 
the walls. Sitting at a large mahogany desk was Mr. Latterman. He looked up at 
Donna as she entered, and stood up. She searched for a sign of recognition on his 
face, but there was none. 

‘Welcome. I am Larry Latterman,’ and offered his hand for a shake. 


Mr. Latterman motioned to Donna to take a seat on a sofa and he sat on another 
one facing her. She looks magnificent, Mr. Latterman thought. 

‘It’s very nice of you to offer me your help, but I don’t understand why you 
want to...’ 

*...help you,’ Mr. Latterman terminated her question.’ 


Donna nodded. 

‘It’s not that complicated. Sister Madelina needed help and I told her I will do 
what I can.’ 

‘Are you aware that I can’t remember lots of things?’ 

doh 

‘In fact the day I left the convent all I could remember was my name. I was 
constantly having visions and dreams, some of which have turned out to be pieces of 
my past. Yesterday I suddenly remembered I have a son but I don’t know where he 


is. 

‘Do you know which country you were born, Donna?’ 

‘Nope.’ 

“You do know where you are now, don’t you?’ 

‘Ola told me we are coming to London to meet you, so I guess this is where I 
am, but my son is still in Nigeria. Would you help me find him, please?’ 

‘I have good contacts in Nigeria. We’ll talk more about it tomorrow. I have a 
room already prepared for you. I hope you’ll find it to your liking.’ 

‘I.... am very grateful to you.’ 

“Ah!” Mr. Latterman waved his hand. ‘Think nothing of it. You are safe here.’ 

‘Thank you, Sir.’ 

“You can call me Larry. My housekeeper, Chin Ying will show you the way to 
your room.’ 


Chin Ying had reappeared and led Donna to her allocated room. They walked to 
the east wing together and enter a spacious bedroom, lavishly decorated and 
furnished. Chin Ying walked to the ward robe and opened it. Donna was amazed it 
was full with beautiful clothes fit for a queen. 

‘Is that Mrs. Latterman bedroom?’ Donna asked. 

‘No. It’s the guest-room.’ 

‘But these clothes...’ 

Chin Ying cut in. ‘They are for you. They should fit you perfectly.’ 

‘For me?’ a stunned Donna questioned. 

Chin Ying nodded with a big smile. 

‘How long have you been working for Mr. Latterman?’ 

‘Just over a year.’ 

“Ah ha! Where does Mrs. Latterman sleep?’ 

‘Erhm...Mr. and Mrs. Latterman’s bedroom is in the west wing, Chin Ying said 
with some hesitancy, and then she quickly added, ‘However, since she died, Mr. 
Latterman spent most of his time in the study.’ 

‘Oh, I am sorry to hear that. How did she die?’ 

‘Tam sure Mr. Latterman would tell you in due course if he wants you to know.’ 

“You’re right!’ 
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So Donna does not appear to know me. I wonder if she remembers Jeff Larson, 
Mr. Latterman wondered. There was one good way to find out. He picked up the 
phone and dialled Jeff's number. 


‘Jeff, Donna is alive,’ Mr. Latterman said. 

“What? How do you know?’ 

‘Just trust me, but you need to be strong.’ 

‘Strong—strong for what?’ Jeff questioned. ‘If you don’t mind my saying so Sir 
you are making me nervous.’ 

‘Can you get yourself to my place this evening, around 7.00pm?’ 

‘lll be there.’ 

“Good. See you then.’ 
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An hour later, when Mr. Latterman returned to the house, he saw Donna looking 
down from the landing. 
‘Come down and sit with me in the lounge, Donna,’ Mr. Latterman said. 


He watched her as she made her way downstairs. He was impressed how 
gorgeous she looked in her outfit. 

“You look charming in this evening dress.’ 

‘Thank you. How did you know my size?’ 

‘Ah ha!’ Mr. Latterman did not answer immediately and took Donna into the 
lounge. 


Sitting facing each other Mr. Latterman said, ‘The shop manager in Lagos 
where you bought some clothes called me verifying that I was happy to put your 
expenditures on my tab and she gave me some information about you.’ 

‘Sorry for passing the bill to you... but as soon I find a job, I promise to pay you 
back.’ 

‘Nonsense! Consider it a gift from me to you.’ 

‘As it is Friday Chin Ying usually prepares a fish dish for dinner. I hope that 
would be okay for you?’ 

‘T like fish. Will Mrs. Latterman join us for dinner?’ 


Mr. Latterman’s expression changed. The words just tumbled out of him. 
‘Chelsea sadly died a year ago.’ He stopped, and watched Donna’s reaction. 

‘I am so sorry,’ said Donna, showing no sign that the name Chelsea meant 
anything to her. “How did she die?’ 

“Car crash.’ 

‘Oh no.’ 

‘It was partly my fault.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘She was in Paris driving her Porsche 911 I gave her for her birthday; she 
collided with a Lorry and was declared dead at the scene from the injuries she 
sustained,’ Mr. Latterman told Donna. ‘The enquiry discovered she was driving on 
the wrong side of the road when the accident happened. I guess she must have briefly 
forgotten she was in France...had I not given her...’ 

Donna cut in. ‘You should not blame yourself. Your wife was a very pretty 
woman; you must miss her a lot.’ 

‘I do. It sounds like you knew her.’ 

‘No. I saw a picture on your desk. It is her isn’t it?’ 


Mr. Latterman nodded. ‘Tonight would be a very special evening, because it 
would be the first time I have a woman as pretty as her dining with me.’ 


Donna blushed. She did not think she was a suitable replacement and neither did 
she want to be, but she did not want to misunderstand Mr. Latterman either. 
Embarking on an affair was the last thing on her mind. She was focussed in 


discovering her past and reconstructing her life. Although she remembered she has a 
son, she was certain she was not married. 


‘I have also invited a good friend of mine to join us. I hope you don’t mind?’ 
‘Not at all!’ 

‘Great!’ 

‘Now I have a few things to attend to. Dinner will be served at 7.00pm.’ 
‘Don’t mind me. Ill wander in the garden for some fresh air.’ 

‘Feel free,’ Mr. Latterman said soothingly. 


The garden was fantastically huge and well cared, furnished with a couple of 
garden benches where one cat sit quietly and breathe in the fresh air. The voices from 
Donna’s past had not stopped haunting her. Suddenly more jumbled images started to 
race through her mind. She sank down in one of the benches, feeling she was 
hallucinating. A man much younger than her was talking to her, but she could not 
quite make out who he was. Who could he have been, and why was he trying to kiss 
her? 


38 28 2k 


At 7.00pm Mr. Latterman and Donna were sitting in the lounge when Chin 
Ying escorted a man into the room. He must be the man Mr. Latterman had invited to 
join them for dinner? Donna thought. 

Mr. Latterman stood up and said to Donna, ‘Meet Jeff Larson.’ 


Jeff recognised Donna immediately and was ready to give her a hug, but 
Donna offered him her hand, ‘pleased to make your acquaintance Mr. Larson.’ 

Jeff was taken aback. Wearing a surprised look, they shook hands. 

‘So you don’t remember me then?’ Jeff said with a light grin. 

Donna looked at him. ‘Should I?’ she asked. 

‘Erhm...I just thought you might...’ he grinned embarrassingly. 


Donna shook her head much to the bafflement of Jeff, who initially thought he 
was being taken for a ride but kept his opinion to himself. 

As Mr. Latterman was ushering Donna and Jeff into the dining room, he 
whispered in Jeff’s ear, ‘she doesn’t remember lots of things, you, my wife, or even 
Mey. 

Jeff, not quite knowing what had happened, found it hard to believe that the 
woman he had once shared his life with for many years could not remember him. 
Whatever is blocking her memory must be serious, he figured. 

After taking their seat at the dining table, Chin Ying began to serve the entrée. 
She placed a bowl of crab soup in front of everyone, which was followed by the main 
course. The steamed fish with boiled potatoes, carrots and peas smelt delicious. 

In an attempt to jog Donna’s memory, Jeff leisurely remarked that in the City 
of London, Buckingham Palace, the British museum, and the London Eye on the 
South Bank of the River Thames were great tourists’ attraction. 

Referring to the London Eye Mr. Latterman said proudly added, ‘it is the 
world’s tallest cantilevered observation wheel, which stands at 134 metres tall, you 
know.’ 
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‘Hundred and thirty-five metres, actually,’ Donna said softly. 

“You are right,’ Jeff said, remembering how Donna and he spent memorable 
times there. 

‘And the wheel has a diameter of 120 metres,’ Donna added. 

Mr. Latterman was impressed with Donna’s knowledge. ‘I stand corrected. 
You seem to have excellent historical knowledge.’ 

‘The London Eye,’ Donna continued, ‘used to offer the highest public viewing 
point in London until it was superseded by the 245-metre-high observation deck on 
the 72nd floor of The Shard, which opened to the public on 1 February 2013, I 
believe...’ and she stopped abruptly. How did I know that? She quietly questioned 
herself, her hands growing cold. J’ve been there, she thought. Suddenly her voice was 
shaky. 

‘Are you alright Donna?’ Jeff asked. Donna did not respond. 


Donna got up, moved away from the table and found her way to her room. J’ve 
been in this City before with someone. But who was he? 

Both Mr. Latterman and Jeff had followed her upstairs and saw her sitting on 
the edge of her bed. She seemed preoccupied. 

More bits of her past were coming back to her and she did not know how to 
handle them. OA, no, she thought, /’m going crazy. She looked up and stared at Jeff. 
She was convinced they have not met before, and yet his face was beginning to look 
familiar. 

Donna took a deep breath. ‘Do you know me?’ 

Jeff nodded, ‘Yes, I do.’ 


Donna’s heart jumped a beat. Was she about to be united further with her 
past? Were her nightmares of not knowing who she really was coming to an end? A 
terrible feeling of fear ran through her. 

Jeff knelt in front of Donna. She swallowed. ‘Tell me please, who am I?’ 

Jeff gazed at her. ‘Where shall I start?’ he paused. “You are indeed Donna 
Rees and I am Jeff Larson, your boyfriend...We shared a house in Kent.’ 

Donna stared at Jeff, wide eyes. ‘How did I get to Lagos?’ 

“You left me and went there to be with another man,’ Jeff said painfully. He 
reached forward and held her hands. 


Donna gazed at Jeff, wanting to believe him. 
‘To be with another man, you said?’ 


Jeff nodded. 

Donna was trembling. It was as if a door in her mind had opened wide 
allowing an uncontrollable series of scenes to pour into her head. She could see the 
face of a handsome black man with a distressing smile standing by her bed telling her: 
“Tam not a murderer, but I can see you have already tried and condemned me. You 
must really despise me and perhaps even be frightened of me... I'll go and hand 
myself to the police... If in time you are able to forgive me you will know how to get in 
touch with me.” 


‘That other man you mentioned,’ Donna asked, ‘does he have a 


name?’ 
‘Dr. Darago, a Nigeria confidence trickster.’ 
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Donna remained seated, afraid her legs would not hold her weight, and could 
not stop other images tumbling into her mind. She covered her ears with her hands in 
an attempt to shut down the voices. She allowed herself to fall backward on the bed, 
exhausted. All her nightmares, visions, images were real after all. She had really been 
on a journey, be it not an entirely good one. 

‘I feel a throb in my head,’ Donna complained. ‘I need to rest for a while.’ 

“You do that,’ Mr. Latterman said. 


Mr Latterman and Jeff went down to the lounge. # 
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Chapter 22- Everyone deserves a second chance 


London, England 

15 August London, England 
15” August, 

Wednesday, 20:00 


Wednesdaw 70-00 


n hour later, when Donna came down to the lounge she was surprised 
AY see Jeff was still there talking to Mr. Latterman. They could 
instantly sense the change in her. It was as though a veil had come 

off and id suddenly come alive. 

Facing Mr. Latterman, “you knew who I am didn’t you? Why did you not tell 
me earlier?’ 

“Whatever caused your mind to shut down and memory loss must have been 
very traumatic. I judged it was preferable for you to discover things for yourself 
slowly when your mind was ready to cope with the discovery and associated pain.’ 

Donna nodded in agreement. ‘Do either of you know what happened to that 
Dr. Darago?’ 


They hesitated, looked at each other carefully weighing their intended 
response. How much should they tell her? 


‘He came to England looking to sell your mansion,’ Jeff revealed. ‘He was 
caught and locked up in a police cell awaiting trial.’ 


They watched Donna turning pale. Suddenly she felt she was going to faint 
and sank into a chair. 

‘But ... why?’ 

‘He and his wife scammed many women including you of money.’ 

Donna frowned. ‘It’s hard to believe,’ Donna sat there, dazed. ‘His wife...’ 

“His wife Minika desperately wanted your baby and colluded with the hospital 
staff to murder you.’ 

‘Minika was Dr. Darago’s wife?’ 


Jeff nodded and went to sit next to her. He put his hand on Donna’s shoulder. 
‘It’s over.’ 

Donna did not hear him. Dr. Darago, she thought. What a fool she had been... 

‘Donna...’ 

She looked up. ‘Yes... they got away with their crimes, did they?’ 

‘Nope. They were caught. They both died in prison in strange circumstances... 
Dr. Darago had hanged himself in cell, whilst Minika was reported to have 
mysteriously set herself on fire.’ 


Donna felt numbed and speechless. 

‘Now, I think you and I should discuss the future,’ Jeff said and asked, ‘Do 
you have any plans?’ 

‘T want to find our baby.’ 


‘This is being taken care of as we speak,’ said Mr. Latterman. 

‘By whom?’ 

‘I have people in Lagos,’ Mr. Latterman replied and suggested, “you can stay 
here for now or let Jeff take you to your home in Kent.’ 

Donna hesitated. ‘I don’t know. At the risk of imposing... everything seems to 
be moving too quickly.’ 

Mr. Latterman responded sympathetically. “There is no rush. How about you 
rest here for tonight, and in the morning everything will look much clearer.’ 

“You’re very kind,’ Donna said. 
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The past was gone, but the future was where Donna needed to concentrate on. 
Thanks to Mr. Latterman who offered her a lifeline. Without him, most probably she 
would have still been stuck in that convent. 

After Donna had retired to her bedroom, Latterman and Jeff remained in the 
lounge figuring what to do next. 

At eight in the morning, Donna was awakened by Chin Ying in an apologetic 
voice. 

‘Good morning, ms ...’ 

Donna opened her eyes and looked around in the beautiful bedroom ... She 
had got back most of her memory. Her trip into Lagos... the birth of her son, Aeron... 
the attempted murder... 

‘Good morning, Chin Ying.’ 

Mr. Latterman would like you to join him for breakfast.’ 


Donna stared up at Chin Ying vacantly, her mind in a confusion. 
‘Tell Mr. Latterman I’m coming.’ 


Half an hour later Chin Ying escorted Donna to an enormous balcony facing 
the beach. Seated at a table was Mr. Latterman, waiting. He studied Donna as she 
walked toward him. There was an exciting innocence about her. He was reminded of 
her own wife Chelsea, who was no more. 

‘Good morning, Donna. Did you have a nice sleep?’ 

‘Erhm... it was much better than previous nights.’ 

‘Before I leave for my office, I wanted the opportunity to have a quick chat 
with you.’ 

‘T understand.’ 


Donna sat down at the large marble table opposite him, facing the beach. The 
sun was coming out. 

‘How about a nice English breakfast Donna?’ Mr. Latterman asked. 

‘Just a hot cup of coffee, please.’ 


Chin Ying poured her a hot coffee. 

‘Well, Donna,’ Mr. Latterman began. ‘Have you decided what you are going 
to do?’ 

‘I have thought of nothing else all night,’ Donna said. ‘This Dr. Darago really 
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took me for a ride, didn’t he? Thank goodness Aeron is not his child. I hope Jeff will 
forgive me and have me back. I am sure he would want to see his son when I get him 
back.’ 

‘I’m sure you will find Jeff is going to be more accommodating than you 
realise. In fact, it would be the beginning of a new life for both of you, or should I say 
for all three of you,’ Mr. Latterman said with a thin grin. 

‘Erhm... have you any news about my son?’ Donna asked, looking 
apprehensive. 

‘My contacts in Lagos are working on it. The moment they locate him 
arrangements will be made to get him released into your custody.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 


Mr. Latterman fought hard to conceal his identity. ‘I’m delighted I am of help 
to you.’ 

“You kept the fact that you are Jeff’s boss very secretive, why?’ 

‘Ah ha... I am sure there are still many frightening gaps in your memory, but I 
am pleased you now remember me.’ 

‘T have only met you and your wife once before but it was not at this address.’ 

‘It’s one of the few quietest areas in England, but now perhaps too quiet 
without my Chelsea.’ 

Donna hesitated. ‘Mr. Latterman, why did you go to so much trouble for me?’ 

‘Let’s just say it’s because I felt the least I could do for Jeff who has been very 
loyal to me.’ He paused. ‘When Jeff told me you had left him because of his gambling 
habit, I could not believe it, especially after I'd suggested he took a course of 
hypnotherapy to rid him of that vice.’ 

‘Ah,’ Donna said slowly. The idea that Jeff kept his gambling a secret sent a 
small shiver through her. But she was relieved he has managed to get the required 
help and kick out the habit. If I only knew...,’ Donna thought, aloud. 


Donna forced herself to ask a question that had been tormenting her all night 
long. ‘Jeff must have told you about him losing his soul... did... did he ever lose his 
soul? Or was that just another of Dr. Darago’s scam?’ 

There was a small pause. ‘Unless you believe in ghosts and horror stories, I 
don’t think Jeff ever lost it...it was all part of an elaborate con by Dr. Darago to win 
your trust and cooperation.’ 

‘Oh.’ Donna could feel the hatred for Dr. Darago, silently wishing he 
was burning in hell. 


‘Permit me to give you one piece of advice,’ Mr, Latterman said. ‘The past 
should always remain in the past; the future is what you need to focus on.’ 

Donna said slowly, ‘You’re right the past can only hurt me, right? I'll try to 
put all that behind me.’ 

‘Good. I'll tell Jeff to come and pick you up. Can you be ready to leave in a 
little while?’ 

Donna thought of all the clothes in the wardrobe which Mr. Latterman had 
bought for her. 

‘T have really nothing to pack.’ 

‘Of course you have... a wardrobe full of clothes. I don’t need them. They are 
all yours.’ 

“Thank you.’ 
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‘By the way,’ Mr. Latterman said casually, ‘now that you are ready to go 
home, perhaps instead of me, you’d like to get in touch with Jeff, and ask him to pick 
you up?’ 


Mr. Latterman was watching her, waiting for her answer. 
‘Ammm...I’1l get in touch with him. Thank you again.’ 


Mr. Latterman took Donna’s hand in his. ‘Everything will turn out fine. I'll 
make sure that your boy is returned to you.’ 


‘God bless you!’ 
Mr. Latterman smiled. 


Two hours later, Jeff Larson came for Donna. He helped her into the back seat 
of his BMW 2z3 and took her home. « 


—theEND— 
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Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five-year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
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Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five-year-old blonde-haired millionairess has 
for the last three years been living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, 
Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she receives an international 
call claiming Jeffis a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement 
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